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Continuity and Change
in the Mayfair Barrios
of East San Jose

Armand J. Sanchez and Roland M. Wagner

P

ROTESTS are so common against the dreary suburban sprawl that
has characterized San Jose's growth over the past twenty years that it
is easy to overlook the variety in neighborhoods that persists in many
parts of the city. One area that contributes to this variety is the Mayfair district
on the "East Side" of San Jose, an area enclosed by freeways 101, 680, and Alum
Rock Road. The Mayfair district-the original location in which the MexicanAmerican people settled in San Jose after the Anglo conquest of 1846- reflects
fundamental transformations in neighborhood types in its historical development. Yet the district retains unique characteristics which set it apart from
surrounding areas.
One of the basic changes affecting the district as a whole is the transition
away from the "little community" model, as described in classic anthropological research-the small, socially close-knit, and functionally intact
neighborhood in a circumscribed geographic locale-and toward a neighborhood more characteristic of urban American today, with greater social
fragmentation, intermixture of ethnic groups, and a more transient population.
Coincident with this social homogenization of the barrios, there has been
developing a new self-definition and identification with the larger MexicanAmerican community, one based on common ethnic background and common
political-economic circumstance rather than on the geographic particularism
of the local neighborhood. This eclipse of the small community and the shift
away from locality to common interest as a basic mode of community
organization fits the general observation Roland Warren has made for the
country at large. 1
Although these changes are unusually manifest in certain areas of the
Mayfair district, it is still possible to discern a polarization of neighborhood
types. The original "core" barrio areas can still be defined by selected social
indicators as unique neighborhoods in contrast to the "frontier" areas that
grew on their periphery. In certain ways, then, the original barrios have been
irrevocably changed due to urbanization and other processes which Ernesto
Galarza has termed "barriocide." In other ways, a subtle yet distinct continuity has endured beneath all these developments.
7

Our research focused on identifying components of barrio social organization
was carried out during the summer of 1976 with the assistance of Dolores
Garcia. Margaret Clark's pioneering work in Sal si Peudes, one of the original
Mayfair barrios, provided the baseline portrait of the area for the period up to
1955 before major urban developments began. 2 In addition, we used two further
types of data: we conducted in-depth interviews with selected residents,
focusing on those who are currently residing in the Mayfair district or who were
raised there for significant periods of time in their youth; secondly, we made
use of available Santa Clara county statistics to infer general socio-economic
changes since Clark did her work.
Three major stages stand out in the evolution of Mayfair district.
1. Pre-1928. The history of San Jose extends back to 1777 when a pueblo was
established on the banks of the Rio Guadalupe, approximately four miles south
of the Santa Clara mission. The purpose for founding San Jose was to establish
farming lands that would provide food for the nearby mission and for the
military presidio in San Francisco.
As early as 1830, a heavy influx of Anglo settlers began and continued
unabated up through the military seizure of California from Mexico in 1846. The
metamorphisis of San Jose from a Mexicano pueblo into an American town was
quite rapid. As Clark reports, a city directory of San Jose and its environs
published in 1876 (only thirty years after the military conquest) lists only five
Spanish names. The Anglo conquest was indeed not only rapid in northern
California, but also ruthlessly complete. Scattered pockets of native Mexican
"Californios" survived in various places throughout the Santa Clara Valley
after the conquest, but the population was overwhelmingly Anglo until the early
decades of the present century. The Civil War in Mexico and later the labor
shortage during World War I drew thousands of seasonal laborers from Mexico
into the Santa Clara Valley during harvest season. This influx of agricultural
workers continued unabated until the Depression years. Carey McWilliams
estimates that as much as ten per cent of the.adult population of Mexico came
north to the United States during the two decades from 1910 to 1930, attracted by
the burgeoning industries, railroads, cotton and sugar beet farming in the
Southwest, and the fruit harvest in California. 3
In San Jose the heaviest concentration of Mexican-Americans developed on
the east side. The area was originally part of the village commons or ejido land
for the pueblo of San Jose. It was publicly owned uncultivated land adjacent to
the plots of the original settlers, set aside for general grazing, firewood
gathering, and similar purposes. The first subdivisions of this land for Anglo
landowners took place in 1896, but extensive settlement of the area did not occur
until about 1914 when Puerto Ricans began to settle in San Jose. By 1927 about
fifteen of these families had settled in what was later to become the Mayfair
area. 4
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2. 1928-1955. There is great variation in the historical origins of barrios
throughout the Southwest. Some stem from the by-passed section of the old
town, the original city center, consisting of a cluster of dwellings of the Mexican
founders around the pueblo plaza. Other barrios are remnants of old labor
camps, or colonias. Still others, as in San Jose, grew up on the fringes of a city,
far enough away to maintain cultural integrity and a lifestyle that was within
the residents' income, yet close enough to have contact with the Anglo wagelabor economy.
In 1928, Mexican immigrants began to settle on a large scale in the Mayfair
district, some pitching temporary tents to live in during the harvest season and
the others buying lots, building homes, and settling permanently. The major
economic magnet drawing the Mexican-Americans was the canning industry
which enabled families to have a relatively stable source of employment and to
earn enough to stay in one locale throughout the year. During this period San
Jose was. almost totally dependent on the agribusiness, which attracted
thousands of Mexican families every year. More than 88 per cent of the total
acreage of the valley was still in farmland at that time. During the decades of
the 1940s and 1950s the valley's canneries employed more than 30,000 people at
peak season, beginning in mid-May with the apricot crop and extending through
September when fruit cocktail was canned. Gradually the Mexican-Americans
began to monopolize this economic niche. Since the 1940s the majority of cannery workers have been Mexican-American who have replaced the Italians and
Portuguese in most cannery jobs. 5
The real genesis of the Mexican-American community in San Jose dates to
the period after 1928. Although Clark reports that the first Mexican immigrants
did not settle in Mayfair until1928, 6 informants have reported a well-developed
community already in 1931. The settlement of the core barrios in the Mayfair
area seems to have occurred rather quickly. Within five years a relatively
homogeneous ethnic enclave developed, retaining the Spanish language and
unique Mexican customs. The community reached its peak during the 1940s and
the 1950s, especially immediately after World War II when the bulk of the
population settled in the area. Clark reports in 1955 that the population of
Mayfair was then approximately 4,500 persons, 3,000 of whom were MexicanAmericans and almost all of whom lived concentrated in a few locales. The
Mayfair barrios were at their peak of political and cultural autonomy at this
time since the area was still unincorporated by the city. The barrios consituted
self-contained social systems on the fringes of the Anglo-dominated urban area.
As yet, relatively few Mexican-Americans had moved into the mainstream of
Anglo suburbia away from Mayfair.
Four core neighborhoods or barrios came into being, each with its own and
commonly recognized boundaries (see map #1).
Sal si Puedes <which means "get out if you can") was the first portion of the
Mayfair area to be subdivided into house lots. The name originated with the
Puerto Ricans, the first settlers, and referred to the problems of navigation
after rainstorms when the mud on the unpaved streets became quite deep. In
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the 1950s the streets were paved, but Clark reports that the nickname continued
with a new connotation, referring to the substandard housing and living conditions in the area. Sal si Puedes filled quickly when Mexican-Americans began
to arrive in numbers in 1928. By 1931 most of the house lots on Tremont and
Summer, the two major streets in the area, were already taken. One informant
remarked that this area was especially desirable because it was furthest
removed from the San Jose city limits and offered the Mexican people a
relatively isolated area in which to preserve their own way of life. An additional
attraction was the proximity of Martino's packing house, which did extensive
hiring during the harvest season for packaging dried fruit. This business is still
in existence, now known as the Mayfair Packing House.
Considerably more baseline data is available for Sal si Puedes than for other
Mayfair barrios since this was the area on which Clark focused her 1955
research project. She reports that at that time 422 people lived in Sal si Puedes:
82.7 per cent were born in the USA, 15.9 percent in Mexico. The remaining 1.4
per cent from other countries were largely the remnant Puerto Ricans who had
originally settled the barrio. The majority had arrived in Sal si Puedes between
1940 and 1950. 7 The entire working age population in Sal si Puedes was involved
in wage labor, most dependent at least seasonally on jobs associated with
agriculture.
Sal si Puedes was one of the poorer areas of the Mayfair district, and Clark
reports that it had the reputation of being a slum by some Mexican-Americans
residing in surrounding areas. Lot sizes were extremely small and the houses
were substandard. Often there were multiple houses to a lot-shacks and sheds
having been added-on behind the original dwellings. Clark speaks of Sal si
Puedes as being an "atypical neighborhood" for the community.• The residents
of Sal si Puedes, however, had a sense of pride in the barrio and many of them
felt it was a comfortable place to live. They could lead the type of lifestyle they
felt accustomed to with a minimum of bureaucratic interference.
Almost 88 percent of Sal si Puedes was Catholic in 1955. In spite of this heavy
concentration, there was no Catholic church in the barrio to serve as a locus for
community activities. The common practice was to attend Five Wounds
Church, a Portuguese parish located on the edge of the community across
Highway 101. The need to establish a separate facility for the MexicanAmerican people was apparent, and in 1952 Our Lady of Guadalupe parish
came into the being on the edge of Sal si Puedes. The establishment of an ethnicoriented parish has always been a crucial step in the preservation of cultural
identity when an immigrant population is transplanted into the United States.
As in the old country, the parish is the major vehicle through which community
activities are coordinated, and this was the case for Guadalupe parish from its
inception.
Three Protestant sects were represented in Sal si Puedes, but their combined
total membership constituted only 7.7 per cent of the population of the barrio.
The relations between Protestant and Catholic families in the barrio were not
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good, and the cleavage along religious lines was the major source of factionalism in the community.
The second core barrio area in the Mayfair district was located three streets
west of Sal si Puedes,an area after which the Mayfair district as a whole
derived its name <Clark refers to this area as "Sunset"). Originally the Mayfair
barrio was focused on Sunset, Lauset, and Stowe streets, just off Alum Rock
road. The Mayfair barrio was separated from Sal si Puedes by a large expanse
of open fields. This barrio had the largest population of the four core barrio
areas, almost all of which was Mexican-American. The few non MexicanAmericans were mainly Portuguese who operated small stores along Alum
Rock road and lived on the fringes of the barrio.
In several ways the Mayfair barrio had closer ties with Sal si Puedes than
with the other core barrio areas. Geographically the two were in close
proximity. Children from these two barrios attended the same schools, both
elementary and high school. More importantly, both Mayfair and Sal si Puedes
were predominantly Catholic while the two remaining core barrio areas were
predominantly Protestant. Informants also mentioned that residents of
Mayfair and Sal si Puedes shared a common source of employment-Martino's
fruit packing house, whereas residents of the other two barrios were more
heavily focused in seasonal harvesting employment. It is significant that
residents regarded both Mayfair and Sal si Puedes as social entities in themselves, whereas the two remaining barrios were lumped with other barrios
closer to the city center and were referred to as ''the East Side.''
The third core barrio area is referred to by Clark as Los Calles. Local
residents since the 1930s called the barrio Posole (stew), since it was a highly
mixed area with Anglos, Portuguese, and a few blacks mingled in with the
Mexican-Americans. The Mexican-Americans were focused in the southern
half of the neighborhood from San Antonio Avenue up to Whitton Avenue. Many
of the Anglos and Portuguese in this area owned small businesses along Alum
Rock road and thus were concentrated in the northern fringe of the community.
During World War II, the Portuguese began to move out and the area became
more heavily Mexican. As late as 1955, however, Clark reported that many
Anglo families lived there, and only about 35 to 40 per cent of the residents were
Mexican-Americans. •
Posole was the only core barrio area to be incorporated into San Jose at that
time, an act related to the heterogeneity of its population. The other three
barrios were much more concentratedly Mexican. Posole was basically the
outermost tip of the Anglo community extending into the East Side. Beyond lay
vast stretches of open fields and orchards, with Sal si Puedes and Mayfair
geographically demarcated in their own unique pockets. Posole was a well-kept
neighborhood of 1920s and 1930s vintage wooden-frame houses on average-sized
lots. Since it was within city limits, the streets were in good repair, with curbs,
sidewalks, lightings, and basic utilities better maintained than in any other of
the Mayfair barrios.
The fourth core barrio area was located adjacent to Posole, immediately
12

south of San Antonio Avenue. Clark refers to this area as "San Antonio," but
informants reported that the area was nicknamed Piojo ("lice"), a pejorative
term referring to the generally substandard living conditions which were
comparable to those in Sal si Puedes. Housing lots were close together, with two
or more dwelling units on a single plot. In general, the dwelling were more
dilapidated and the streets more unkept than in neighboring Posole. Clark felt
that this area was more isolated from the rest of the East Side barrios than any
other area. 10 It was the smallest East Side barrio, yet had the second highest
Mexican-American concentration-an estimated 90 per cent or more in 1955. 11
Piojo was clearly a lower status area, less desirable than the area across
San Antonio Avenue. Informants report that when their families first arrived in
San Jose they often found quarters in Piojo, but moved into Posole as soon as it
was economically possible. In many ways Piojo was not really a separate
barrio, but simply the lower-income fringe area of the older Posole. Kinship
ties, visiting and cooperation patterns linked families in the two barrios. The
populations of both were predominantly Protestant, and most residents attended the Iglesia Apostolica on San Antonio Avenue, which was the major
institution welding together the community. Children in both areas attended the
same schools. Piojo and Posole formed a social unit which in many ways
paralleled the ties between Mayfair and Sal si Puedes.
3. 1955-Present. Since Margaret Clark did her baseline research on the East
Side, several major developments have radically altered the MexicanAmerican community.
First, San Jose incorporated the Mayfair area. Freeways were expanded,
streets were widened to throughways, and certain core areas of the barrios
were destroyed as a result. Sal si Puedes most clearly and dramatically reflects
these changes which have to a lesser extent affected the other barrio areas. In
1970, Freeway 680 north to Oakland was expanded and cut directly through the
barrio, totally eliminating Tremont street. Overpasses and street expansion
removed many more of the houses and small businesses. In effect, the heart of
Sal si Puedes was removed. It is unfortunate that one of the oldest, most
socially intact barrios in the Mayfair area has been largely tranformed into a
transient neighborhood.
Further, the geographic and social isolation in which the barrios originally
developed was removed through the expansion of tract house neighborhoods
which accompanied the annexation of the Mayfair area. In the decade of the
1960s San Jose was catapulted into an urban metropolis. Major industries
moved into the San Francisco Bay region, and the Santa Clara Valley
population rapidly increased, particularly in the San Jose area which has
served as a "bedroom" community for the more industrialized communities to
the north. The empty fields and expanses of fruit orchards surrounding the
Mayfair barrios and insulating them from the Anglo urban area became filled
with tract houses and apartment complexes, bringing an influx of different
ethnic groups.
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Already in 1955, Clark noted two additional "barrios" that had grown up
between the original Mayfair, Piojo, and Posole barrios. She refers to them as
the "Vollmer Tract" and "McCreery" areas (see map #2). From their inception, both of these areas were mixed neighborhoods of Anglos, Orientals,
Negroes, and Mexican-Americans, the latter constituting only an estimated 30
to 40 per cent. Clark indicates that they were not unified neighborhoods. The
residents had little social contact with each other and few local community
organizations. As she puts it, "McCreery is the area that is 'left over' after the
other barrios of Mayfair are delimited." u
Both McCreery and Vollmer Tract grew up in the zone of empty fields,
scattered farms, and grazing land which previously separated the core barrios.
The fact that they essentially developed in the interstices between already
established social systems was reflected in the heterogeneity and lack of social
integration of the two communities. It is, however, debatable whether these
tracts ever actually constituted barrios since they lacked from their inception
the community esprit, the clear geographic demarcation, the ethnic
homogeneity, and other social indices commonly associated with barrios as
integrated systems.
The net result of these changes is that since 1955 two basic types of neighborhoods have developed in the Mayfair district and on its immediate fringes.
On the one hand, there are the "core barrio areas" consisting of the original
founding families, now an older population, with marked residential stability,
intact social networks, and a high percentage of owner-occupied housing units.
This stability is marked only in the Mexican-American residents. On the other
hand, there are the newer "frontier" areas which grew on the fringes of the
barrios and which are characterized by a largely transient population, younger
in age, "floating" in social ties, and with a marked preponderance of renteroccupied housing units.
These differences are reflected in county statistics for the two census tracts
covering the Mayfair district. Census tract 5036.02 corresponds to the old
Posole and Piojo barrios, and the bulk of census tract 5037.02 consists of the
Vollmer Tract and McCreery areas.
Unfortunately, the original Mayfair barrio also falls into this latter census
tract, which blurs the contrast between neighborhood types, but nevertheless
some socially real and meaningful comparisons are possible over a period of
almost ten years, from 1966 to 1975.
In the core barrio areas of Piojo and Posole, over half of the housing units are
owner-occupied. Around 20 per cent of the Mexican-American family heads are
65 years of age or older. Almost half of them have lived in the same house since
1965. Some 48.9 per cent of them are receiving public assistance income. It is
apparent that the Mexican-Americans constitute the bulk of the older, stable
core of the barrio. There are only 147 people aged 65 and over, but 105 of these
are Mexican-Americans.
The Vollmer Tract and McCreery areas exemplify the second type of
neighborhood. Only 5.5 per cent of the population are aged 65 or older, and only
14
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3.3 per cent of these are Mexican-Americans. No more than 38 per cent of the
population have lived in the same house of the previous five years <since 1965),
and an overwhelming 53.8 per cent have lived in a particular housing unit for
less than two years. Less than 30 per cent of the families own their own homes.
Another social indicator of the two neighorhood types is their juvenile crime
rates, which is quite high throughout the barrios but especially so for the McCreery-Vollmer area. In 1971, that area ranked second in the entire Santa
Clara County, with 30 per cent of the population aged 10 to 17 violating some
criminal statute. The Old Posole-Piojo areas, in contrast, ranked eleventh in
the 210 census tracts of the county.
A comparison of the numbers of female household heads is also revealing.
The plight of the single woman with dependent children is especially acute in
Santa Clara County because of its unusually high rent and general cost of living.
Female household heads have gradually filtered into lower-rent areas, particularly those on the East Side of San Jose. A recent study has shown that
certain census tracts have turned into "female ghettos," as indicated by four
major factors: 1) more than 10 per cent of the females in the census tract are
single, widowed, or separated; 2) female unemployment exceeds the county
median of 7.2 per cent; 3) more than 40 per cent of AFDC caseloads in the
census tract consist of female household heads; 4) female household heads
have increased by 2.9 - 3.9 per cent. u Using these four criteria, seven census
tracts out of the total 210 in Santa Clara county were designated "female
ghettos." All seven are located on the East Side immediately adjacent to the
core barrio areas. The original core barrio areas <census tract 5036.02) are
conspicuously not included under this category, and are in effect islands of
relative social stability surrounded on all sides by the "female ghettos" in the
frontier areas. From 1966 to 1970 the old Posole-Piojo areas increased 0.9 per
cent in female household heads <the county median is 1.9 per cent), while the
Vollmer-McCreery frontier areas increased by 6.9 per cent.
A final comparison of the two neighborhood types examines population
dynamics over time. The Mayfair area, the original nucleus of MexicanAmerican settlement on the East Side of San Jose, still contained as of 1970 the
largest concentration of this ethnic group in all of Santa Clara County. The core
barrios ranked number one in total proportion of Mexican-Americans (65.4 per
cent) out of 210 census tracts in the county; the frontier area <McCreeryVollmer Tract) ranked second with 63.2 per cent. But by 1975 the former had
decreased to 52 per cent Mexican-Americans while the latter had jumped to 71
percent.
The Anglo population dropped sharply by nearly 50 per cent in both the core
barrios and the frontier area from 1955 to 1970, at the same time that the
Mexican-American population underwent explosive growth. Within the last five
years, the Anglo population has dropped again by nearly half in the frontier
area and currently stands at around 12 per cent. In the core barrios, however,
there has been a slight increase in the Anglo population since 1970, so it appears
that this area may stabilize at approximately 25 per cent Anglo population.
16

Clearly it is perceived as a more desirable area. With these differential shifts in
proportions of ethnic groups, the core barrios have undergone a peculiar
"Anglocizing'' process relative to the frontier areas.
In addition to the removal of the geographic and social isolation in which the
barrios had formed-the "barriocide" resulting from freeway expansion, the
progressive intermixture residentially of ethnic groups, and the gradual
evolution of two basic types of neighborhood-another fundamental change that
irrevocably altered the lifestyle of the Mayfair residents was the automation of
the canning industry. In the 1960s the Santa Clara Valley's development began
to take over most of the orchard land for suburban residences, and a number of
canneries were forced to move away from San Jose closer to the fruit orchards.
The canneries that remained set up labor-saving devices, automating the
processing lines and eliminating thousands of jobs. The valley's canneries still
employ about 12,000 workers during peak season, most of whom are MexicanAmericans, but since the wages are not comparable to those available in other
industries, many of the workers, particularly the men, have shifted to other
sources of employment which are steadier and pay higher wages. Today a
higher proportion of cannery employees are female than was true a decade or
more ago.
Within the space of ten years, then, the single-focus economic niche upon
which most barrio residents depended was removed. The almost total disappearance of farm work as a source of employment in the two census tracts is
striking, especially in contrast to the marked importance of this occupation in
1955. One effect is that the Mexican-Americans have expanded into a greater
variety of employment niches, especially in the clerical, service, and blue
collar categories (transportation, operatives, various crafts, etc). Another
effect is that many of the young, upwardly-mobile Mexican-Americans have
moved into other parts of San Jose, particularly the newer apartment and tract
areas south of Mayfair, such as the Tropicana district.
Within the barrios themselves most of the social distinctions based on locality
seem to have disappeared, corresponding to the greater geographic mobility
and the progressive homogeneity of the population. As empty fields and orchards that previously separated the barrios filled with houses, the boundaries
became blurred. Whereas in the past most of the essentials for daily living
could be obtained within the immediate neighborhood at the local stores, today
it is routine to drive miles for shopping; differences of a few blocks between
barrios have become insignificant. Where religious factionalism was one of the
major sources of community cleavage in the past, today small Prostestant
churches have cropped up in the old Mayfair barrios as well as on Summer
Street, the heart of what remains of Sal si Puedes. Our Lady of Guadalupe
parish remains perhaps the major internal institution in the barrios, tying
together diverse elements of the community, but it is doubtful that its sphere of
influence can be so neatly demarcated as in the past. If there is any class
system today in the barrios, the basic division is probably between the
"natives," the permanent residents, and the "transients," the renters and the
17

many female household heads of mixed ethnic groups. The difference in income
between these elements is not pronounced. The major distinction lies in the
presence or absence of social networks in the community, a sense of esprit for
the neighborhood, and the pride of the small home-owner.
In place of the old consciousness based on local barrio membership, a more
generalized identification has been created coinciding with the new culture of
Chicanismo which arose in the latter part of the 19608. The centrifugal forces of
urbanization, variation of employment, and ethnic intermingling in the barrios
have been counteracted to some extent by the integrating centripetal forces of
the political movement. The confrontation with common problems of law enforcement, discrimination, and inequality has forged this new group identity
which compensates for the partial loss of community due to the accelerating
changes in physical circumstance. Incidents such as the police brutality
utilized in breaking up Chicano demonstrations at the Fiesta de las Rosas
parade in 1969, and more recently the slaying of Danny Trevino by a San Jose
policeman, have mobilized all segments of the Mexican-American community
to protest. This new-found identity encompasses not just the original barrios as
defined in the 1930s, but also the entire East Side throughout which the MexicanAmerican people have dispersed. In 1955, Clark reported that "colonia" was
used to refer to the entire Mexican-American community in San Jose. Today
this word is no longer in use; indeed many have never heard of it. "Raza" is
now the preferred word for the general community, a word which reflects a new
identity by race or ethnic group and not by geographic concentration. Since the
Mexican-American population has become dispersed, geographic labels are no
longer adequate.
Whether the new culture of Chicanismo which the younger generation created
will yield an enduring sense of community remains to be seen. The various
Raza organizations which have been forged out of an awareness of common
circumstance may counter to some extent the erosion of traditional barrio
social structure, but in the process such organizations are superimposing a
broader layer onto the structure by opening doors to higher levels of political
integration between the barrios and the entire ethnic group.
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John Steinbeck's
''Mystical Outcrying'' :
To a God Unknown

and
The Log from the
Sea of Cortez
Louis Owens

A

S critics have increasingly discovered since its initial publication in
1941, Steinbeck's and Ricketts' Sea of Cortez: A Leisurely Journal of
Travel and Research is an indispensible tool in the exploration of John
Steinbeck's fiction. The narrative portion of this book, published separately in
1951 as The Log from the Sea of Cortez, is of special importance particularly in
understanding Steinbeck's early and somewhat difficult novel, To a God
Unknown, for the key to what Steinbeck was attempting in this novel lies in the
discourses on religion and speculations on causality found in the Log.
To a God Unknown was published in 1933, but Steinbeck had apparently been
working on this, his second novel, periodically for approximately five years. 1
Admittedly heavy-handed at times, the book at first glance seems a confused
mixture of pagan nature worship, Christianity, Grail Quest, and nonteleological thinking, that philosophy which would replace an interest in final
causes with an acceptance of what simply "is." Joseph Wayne, the protagonist
of the novel, appears at various times to be an awkward blend of Christ and
Fisher King, teleological savior and non-teleological visionary. The result of
this seeming uncertainty on Steinbeck's part has been that To a God Unknown
is consistently the least understood of Steinbeck's novels.
Perhaps derived originally from The Green Lady, an unfinished play by
Steinbeck's close friend Webster Street, 2 To a God Unknown is the story of
Joseph Wayne's futile attempt to found a ranch and dynasty in the valley of
Nuestra Senora in the California coast range. At the beginning of the novel,
Joseph receives his patriarch-father's blessing and migrates from Vermont to
Nuestra Senora. Soon his father dies and Joseph is joined on his land by his
three brothers and their families. At first the ranch flourishes, but within a
short time Joseph is forced to watch as a powerful drought reduces his animals
and land to dry bones and dust. His dream of a dynasty withers, one brother is
killed, Joseph's wife dies, and everyone but Joseph leaves the ranch and valley.
Alone at the end, Joseph cuts his wrists and dies. Most of the novel is the story of
Joseph's fierce but blind attempts to break the strength of the drought and save
the land.
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Woven through the plot of Joseph's ill-fated attempt to settle in the coast
range is a close scrutiny of man's religious impulses. As his name and the
novel's surface plot suggest, Joseph is easily identified with Joseph of Genesis,
who led his people into Egypt. At the same time, Joseph may be identified with
Joseph of Arimathea, recipient of the Grail and relative of the Fisher King of
Frazer's The Golden Bough and Weston's From Ritual to Romance.s Christian
and pagan symbols become inseparable in To a God Unknown, the most obvious
example of this being the title of the novel. To a God Unknown may allude to the
version of Rig-Veda 10:121 which Steinbeck chose for the book's epigraph and
which asks: "Who is he to whom we shall offer our sacrifice?" Or the title of the
novel may be intended to suggest the altar to the Unknown God which Paul
found in Athens (Acts 17:23).• There is no way of determining which of these
allusions is the correct one, nor should there be, for Steinbeck is consciously and
carefully obscuring distinctions between forms of religion.
Joseph Wayne is closely identified with both Christ and the Fisher King. The
central element in the Fisher King myths discussed by Frazer and Weston is
the belief that the well-being of the land is inextricably related to that of the
Fisher King. Early in his novel, Joseph Wayne accepts his own similar role and
custodianship of the land, stating, "It's mine ... and I must take care of it"; 5
and later we find that "All things about him, the soil, the cattle and the people
were fertile, and Joseph was the source, the root of their fertility ... " (p. 42).
When the land appears to be dying, Joseph states, "I was appointed to care for
the land, and I have failed" (p. 275). At the same time, Joseph is unmistakably
associated with Christ. During their wedding, Joseph's wife Elizabeth tries to
envision Christ, and she finds that "He had the face, the youthful beard, the
piercing puzzled eyes of Joseph" <p. 88). Still later, Joseph's hired-hand,
Juanito, looks at Joseph and sees "the crucified Christ hanging on His cross,
dead and stained with blood" (p. 303). Joseph's role as Christ and his ultimate
sacrifice are foreshadowed early in the novel: "Joseph moved into a shaft of
light and spread his arms for a moment. A red rooster on the top of a manure
pile outside the window looked in at Joseph, then squawked and retreated,
flapping, and raucously warned the hens that something terrible would
probably happen ... "<p. 47). Like the rooster which crows in the final section
of The Waste Land, this is an allusion to the Crucifixion, the ultimate symbol of
Christian commitment. Finally, near the end of the novel, Father Angelo, the
Catholic priest of the valley's mission, exclaims, "Thank God he (Joseph] has
no will to be remembered, to be believed in ... else there might be a new Christ
here in the West" (p. 310).
The valley which Joseph inhabits is the haunt of Dionysus and perhaps even
older vegetation deities. Originally a tree-god, according to Frazer, Dionysus
might also be represented "sometimes as a goat and sometimes as a bull."'
Thus, at one point Joseph sees a black cloud shaped like a goat's head emerging
from beyond the western mountains, and responds by swearing, "I must
maintain to myself that it was the goat. I must never betray the goat by
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disbelieving it" <p. 105); and later we learn that the father of Juanito's wife
"had seen a fiery goat crossing the Carmel Valley one night at dusk" (p. 140).
In a mysterious grove above the ranch, Joseph discovers a strange altar-like
rock. When Joseph first enters the sacred grove, he sees a "great black bull,"
one which is "hornless with shining black ringlets on his forehead," and a
"long, black swinging scrotum" <p. 55). The goat and bull symbols represent
not only Dionysus, god of vegetation and fertility, but an older deity which
Weston calls the Eniautos Daimon, or "Luck of the Year," a being which
"might assume the form of a bull, a goat, or a snake." 7
Amidst this blending of Christian and pagan symbols, the chief symbol of
Joseph's growing natural religion comes to be a great oak which shelters his
house. After his father dies, Joseph comes quickly to believe that his father's
spirit has come to reside in the oak. He worships the tree and offers sacrifices to
it throughout much of the book, until it is girdled and killed by his rigidly
Christian brother, Burton. Before the oak is killed, Joseph believes that "his
father's strong and simple being ... had entered the tree" <p. 31). In worshipping the oak, Joseph is identifying his dead father with the ancient treespirits discussed in The Golden Bough, and he is moving back to the roots of
Western religion, for, according to Frazer, "a god of the oak, the thunder, and
the rain was worshipped of old by all the main branches of the Aryan stock in
Europe, and was indeed the chief deity of their pantheon" (Bough, p. 187). At
the same time, the oak can be identified with Zeus, a divinity of sky, rain and
thunder (Bough, p. 184), and with the Teutonic god of oak, who "was regarded
as the great fertilising power, who sent rain and caused the earth to bear fruit"
(Bough, p. 186).
Steinbeck skillfully introduces throughout the novel a complex of religious
symbols and references, carefully blurring the distinctions between Christian
and pagan because he is interested in working toward an isolation of the crucial
impulse within man which underlies formal religions. His method is to set
Joseph and all of his religious groping against a philosophical background of
non-teleological thinking.
Steinbeck acquired his ideas concerning non-teleological thinking from
marine biologist Ed Ricketts. Steinbeck met Ricketts in 1930, while the extensive task of writing and revising To a God Unknown was in progress, and in
1940 the two men journeyed together on a zoological collecting trip to the Sea of
Cortez. The results of this trip were published in 1941 as a collaboration by the
two entitled Sea of Cortez: A Leisurely Journal of Travel and Research. A great
deal of the philosophy found in the narrative portion of this book undoubtedly
originated in the thoughts and notebooks of Ed Ricketts. There can be no doubt
that Steinbeck was strongly influenced by Ricketts' thinking and that, as far as
To a God Unknown is concerned, Steinbeck identified with and assimilated
much of Ricketts' non-teleological thinking. Richard Astro, author of John
Steinbeck and Edward F. Ricketts: The Shaping of a Novelist, states:
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In ... To a God Unknown . .. the impact of the marine biologist's ideas
on the novelist's fiction becomes apparent for the first time. And a careful
examination of the facts concerning the composition of To a God
Unknown suggests that by 1932 Steinback was already vitally interested
in Ricketts' world-view-so much so, in fact, that he altered the entire
thematic structure in revised versions of this philosophically crucial
novel in accordance with the kind of thinking he and Ricketts were doing. •
Perhaps the greatest insight into what Steinbeck is attempting in To a God
Unknown is contained in the definition of religion offered in the Log:
And it is a strange thing that most of the feelings we call religious, most of
the mystical outcrying which is one of the most prized and used and
desired reactions of our species, is really the understanding and the attempt to say that man is related to the whole thing, related inextricably to
all reality, known and unknowable. •
To a God Unknown is designed to demonstrate this belief, to show that underlying all reli~ious symbols and all forms of religion is this one element: the
attempt to say that man is a part of the "whole." The common element in all of
the religious symbols and references which run through the book is that of
sacrifice, ultimately self-sacrifice, for in sacrifice is found the ultimate
statement of commitment to the earth and "all reality, known and
unknowable.''
The Log from the Sea of Cortez states: "Anything less than the whole forms
part of the picture only, and the infinite whole is unknowable except by being it,
by living into it" (Log, p. 148). T~roughout the novel, Joseph Wayne is seeing
only parts of the picture, only fragments; his offerings hung on the oak or
spilled on the earth, his sacrifice of a starving calf, even his own self-sacrifice
are all only parts of an overall picture he is in the process of living into. Formal
religion, whether it be Christianity or the primitive nature worship Joseph
becomes increasingly involved in, represents something which must be transcended in To a God Unknown, and the key to this transcendence is commitment to the larger picture, to the ''whole.''
The Log from the Sea of Cortez also provides this definition of teleological
thinking:

What we personally conceive by the term "teleological thinking" ... is
most frequently associated with the evaluation of causes and effects, the
purposiveness of events .... In their sometimes intolerant refusal to face
the facts as they are, teleological notions may substitute a fierce but
ineffectual attempt to change conditions which are assumed to be undesirable, in place of the understanding-acceptance which would pave the
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way for a more sensible attempt at any change which might still be indicated (Log, pp. 134-35).
It is clear that Joseph's actions throughout the novel represent precisely "a

fierce but ineffectual attempt to change conditions," conditions which he does
not understand. In his fierce struggle to break the drought through his nature
religion, Joseph is clearly acting in a teleological manner.
At the end of the novel, Joseph Wayne will sacrifice himself in order (as he
mistakenly believes) to save the land, and in the final moments he will exclaim,
"I should have known .... I am the rain" <p. 322). The picture in the Log of the
"natural" men of northern Mexico throws an interesting light on Joseph's final
moments:
They [the Indians] seem to live on remembered things, to be so related to
the seashore and the rocky hills and the loneliness that they are these
things. To ask about the country is like asking about themselves. "How
many toes have you?" "What toes? Let's see-of course, ten. I have
known them all my life, I never thought to count them. Of course it will
rain tonight, I don't know why. Something in me tells me I will rain
tonight. Of course, I am the whole thing, now that I think about it. I ought
toknowwheniwillrain" (Log,p. 75).
This brief passage expresses the natives' intuitive awareness of their inextricable oneness with the "whole thing," their commitment to the earth and all
life, like that symbolized by the Fisher King. It takes Joseph Wayne a lifetime
and finally a self-sacrifice to break through a similar awareness.
According to Ricketts' and Steinbeck's definition, "nonteleological thinking
concerns itself primarily not with what should be, or could be, or might be, but
rather with what actually 'is' " (Log, p. 135). Teleological thinking, on the other
hand, results from acting upon partial evidence, which is all we can see of the
"overall pattern." It is a mistaken belief in cause-and-effect relationships, the
kind of relationships which underlie all supplications to all gods, known or
unknown. This is the kind of thinking which Joseph Wayne must grow out of in
the course of To a God Unknown. In the overall pattern, "causality would be
merely a name for something that exists in our partial and biased mental
reconstructings. The pattern which it indexes, however, would be real, but not
intellectually apperceivable because the pattern goes everywhere and is
everything and cannot be encompassed by the finite mind or by anything short
of life-which it is" (Log, p. 149). Christ dying for our sins, Adonis cast into the
waves so that the earth might be renewed, Joseph cutting his wrist so that the
rain will come-all of these are the result of "partial and biased mental
reconstructings," a mistaken belief in causality.
Throughout the novel Steinbeck keeps his protagonist locked into a state of
confused and misguided religious groping. While Joseph is attempting, in the
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tradition of the Vedic hymns and vegetation ceremonies, to influence the
weather and break the destructive drought, Steinbeck takes pains to show that
Joseph is blind to the realities of his situation. Critics have consistently misread
this crucial aspect of the novel, seeing Joseph as a true "priest of nature"
rather than a confused mystic. When Joseph first comes to the valley, he is told
by the natives, Romas and Juanito, that the drought has come before, wasting
the land and creating "hills like white ashes." It has, in fact, come already
"twice in the memory of the old men" (p. 23). Joseph flatly denies this cyclic
reality, stating, "I don't like to think about it. It won't come again, surely"
<p. 23). And later, Joseph tells his brother, Thomas, that he has heard about the
dry years, but that "Something was wrong. They won't ever come again"
(p. 50). Joseph's insistent denial of the realities of nature is important because
it clearly undercuts the validity of his nature worship.
Early in the novel, Joseph's wife, Elizabeth, suggests the only way in which
one may know the "infinite whole." As he is bringing her to the ranch for the
first time, following their highly phallic entrance through the narrow cleft into
the valley, Elizabeth tells Joseph, " ... there's a danger of being lost. ... I
thought I suddenly felt myself spreading and dissipating like a cloud, mixing
with everything around me. It was a good feeling, Joseph. And then the owl
went over, and I was afraid that if I mixed too much with the hills I might never
be able to collapse into Elizabeth again" (p. 105). In this statement, Elizabeth
ioreshadows precisely what will eventually happen to Joseph. Elizabeth is
afraid, but in the end it will be Joseph's ability, like the Fisher King and other
vegetation deities, to sacrifice his individual identity and commit himself
through self-sacrifice completely to the "whole" which allows him to comprehend his unknown god.
Joseph's final transformation is foreshadowed even more explicitly in a scene
following closely upon Elizabeth's death which provides an important perspective on Joseph's confused attempts to influence what he does not understand. After Elizabeth has fallen from the rock in the sacred grove and died,
Joseph returns to their house and begins musing. His mind wanders in a halfsleep, and he thinks "in tones, in currents of movement, in color, in a slow
plodding rhythm,'' until he is transformed:
He looked down at his slouched body, at his curved arms and hands
resting in his lap.
Size changed.
A mountain range extended in a long curve and on its end were five
little ranges, stretching out with narrow valleys between them. If one
looked carefully, there seemed to be towns in the valleys. The long curved
range was clad in black sage, and the valleys ended on a flat of dark
tillable earth, miles in length, which dropped off at last to an abyss. Good
fields were there, and the houses and the people were so small they could
be seen only a little. High up on a tremendous peak, towering over the
ranges and the valleys, the brain of the world was set, and the eyes that
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looked down on the earth's body. The brain could not understand the life
on its body. It lay inert, knowing vaguely that it could shake off the life,
the towns, the little houses of the fields with earthquake fury .... The
world-brain sorrowed a little, for it knew that some time it would have to
move, and then the life would be shaken and destroyed and the long work
of tillage would be gone .... The brain was sorry, but it could change
nothing. It thought, "I will endure even a little discomfort to preserve this
order which has come to exist by accident. ... " But the towering earth
was tired of sitting in one position. It moved, suddenly, and the houses
crumbled, the mountains heaved horribly, and all the work of a million
years was lost <pp. 241-42).
In this complex scene, Joseph has become a model of the overall pattern which
"goes everywhere and is everything." The miniscule people of this dreamscape
could not be aware of the overall pattern called Joseph Wayne of which their
little microcosm of valleys and fields is but a part, and thus they could not see
the reason behind the apocalypse visited upon them. They could not see that,
despite their overwhelming tragedy, the whole which is Joseph Wayne would go
on living as before. Perhaps if Joseph's reverie had continued, we might have
seen survivors among the small people making sacrifices and offering prayers
to an unknown god to be spared from future earthquakes. Similarly, as part of
an even greater pattern, Joseph cannot see beyond the immediate phenomenon
of the drought.
As everyone is preparing to abandon the ranch and drive the remaining cattle
to water outside the valley, Joseph and his brother Thomas journey over the
crest of the western mountains-the Santa Lucias-for a glimpse of the sea.
They meet an old man on the flanks of the coast range worshipping the setting
sun and sacrificing small animals at the death of each day. The old man
resembles one of the small people of Joseph's dreamscape: "The mountains sat
with their feet in the sea, and the old man's house was on the knees" (p. 260).
Like the little people, the old man could be shaken off his world at any moment.
Like Joseph, the old man is involved in a form of nature worship, sacrificing
blindly because he sees only one of the indices of the larger pattern-the setting
sun. The old man has, however, gone a step further than Joseph-he has
abandoned causality. He is not attempting to appease a deity or affect the way
things are; his sacrifices are simply his own intuitive "mystical outcrying," a
statement of commitment. Eventually, the old man plans to sacrifice himself,
and perhaps at the moment of self-sacrifice he, too, will recognize the unknown
god of the novel.
Along with the mysterious old man by the sea, we encounter here our first
"death by water" in this waste land novel. Below the old man's house are
"three little crosses stuck in the ground close to the cliff's edge." The old man
tells Joseph that he had found three sailors, two dark and one light, washed up
on the beach, and had buried them there. "The light one," he says, "wore a
saint's medallion on a string around his neck" <p. 201). Nothing more is said
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about these drowned sailors, but in this scene Steinbeck has incorporated
images of Christ and Calvary, the drowned sailor of The Waste Land and
Frazer's drowned vegetation god, Adonis. Once again, Christianity has been
carefully merged with the older vegetation ceremonies.
Joseph fails to understand the lesson of the old man's sacrifices. He imitates
the blood sacrifices when he cuts the throat of the shriveled calf, but he
discovers that this has no effect on the drought. Though the old man lives in a
land of constant moisture brought by the ocean fogs, there is no indication that
his sacrifices have anything to do with this moisture. Joseph, however, in his
desire to ''free the waters,'' has been acting teleologically throughout the novel,
and he misconstrues the meaning of the sacrifices here at the end. He kills the
calf in the hope of bringing rain, and when it apparently fails, he says, "His
secret was for him .... It won't work for me" (p. 320). The old man's gestures
were an attempt to say in ignorance that he is related to the whole, not an attempt to change or affect that whole. Joseph's misinterpretation of this fact is a
sign of the confusion in which he is operating right up to the final moments of
the novel.
When the death of the calf fails to bring rain, Joseph notices his own blood
flowing from a scratch, and he realizes that he must give up the symbols and
partial indices. He climbs to the top of the altar-rock and cuts his wrist,
spreading his arms in the image of Christ. At the moment of self-sacrifice, he
once again undergoes a metamorphosis echoing his earlier transformation:
The sky was growing grey. And time passed and Joseph grew grey too.
He lay on his side with his wrist outstretched and looked down the long
black mountain range of his body. Then his body grew huge and light. It
arose into the sky, and out of it came the streaking rain. "I should have
known," he whispered. "I am the rain." And yet he looked dully down the
mountains of his body where the hills fell to an abyss .... He saw his hills
grow dark with moisture. "I am the land," he said, "and I am the rain.
The grass will grow out of me in a little while" (pp. 321-22).
Both Christ and the Fisher King-vegetation god, in his moment of sacrifice
Joseph has finally attained the intuitive awareness of his position in the "infinite whole" which Steinbeck attributed to the natives of northern Mexico in
the Log. He is "spreading and dissipating like a cloud, mixing with everything"
as Elizabeth unknowingly prophesied. He is not, however, a nature god bringing
rain through self-sacrifice, as almost all critics have suggested; he is simply a
man who has finally transcended his religious symbols and broken through to
an apprehension of the underlying pattern in which "all things are one thing and
that one thing is all things" (Log, p. 217). He has achieved the state which
Joseph Campbell, in The Hero with a Thousand Faces, defines as "the hero as
the incarnation of God ... the navel of the world, the umbilical point through
which the energies of eternity break into time." 10
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This final scene has created some confusion concerning To a God Unknown.
Critics have often read Joseph's sacrifice as the cause of the rain which begins
to fall, viewing Joseph as a literal vegetation god. According to Richard Astro,
"Wayne is almost a literal Frazerian fisher-king." 11 Even in a thorough
Jungian analysis of the novel, critic Robert DeMott finds that "Joseph's blood
nourishes the moss at the center of the world, bringing rain that assures an end
to the drought plaguing the land." 12 It is tempting to read the ending of the novel
this way; it is even the new year, and thus the time of the dying-and-rising
deity. It is important to realize, however, that Joseph's awareness that he is,
ultimately, the rain, does not have to be interpreted as a belief on his part that
his self-sacrifice has caused the rain. As the Log has informed us, causality has
no place in the underlying pattern. In fact, Steinbeck has been very careful to
insure that we do not see Joseph's self-sacrifice as a cause of the rain. He has
with painstaking care undercut the causal relationship between the end of
Joseph's life and the end of the drought. In doing this, he has carefully denied
that credibility of Joseph's nature worship.
Peter Lisca has pointed out that a pattern of "coincidences" forces the book
to end ambiguously. u We are informed early in the novel that the drought is
cyclical; therefore, the drought is to be expected and is not permanent. Joseph
refuses to believe this. There have been signs of rain in the weather long before
Joseph kills himself. There have been multiple sacrifices: Joseph killed the
calf; Juanito has burned a candle; Father Angelo at the mission of Our Lady
has prayed for rain-any of these may account for the rain in a teleological
sense as easily as Joseph's death. We should also note that the bartender in
town has promised to "set a barrel of whiskey in the road, free, if the rain would
come tomorrow" (pp. 312-13), a powerful supplication to the unknown god.
Earlier in the novel, when Elizabeth slipped from the rock and died, a light
rain began to fall. Critics have read this as a foreshadowing of the rain which
falls when Joseph dies. The rain which falls upon Elizabeth's death has been
carefully prepared for, however. We are told that there is a ring around the
moon the night before her death, a traditional sign of coming rain; there are
clouds moving into the valley on the morning of her death, but when Elizabeth
says, "Maybe there'll be rain tonight," Joseph answers negatively, "It's only
fog, Elizabeth" (p. 126). The sky has grown dark and the sun has vanished by
the time Elizabeth has been "sacrificed" and the rain has come.
Signs in the weather are similar and even more abundant as Joseph's selfsacrifice draws near. Throughout the novel Joseph has refused to accept facts
of nature, and here, near the end, he refuses to pay attention to the telling signs
of nature all around him. When Juanito comes back to the grove before Joseph's
death, Joseph asks him if he has seen any clouds, and says, "It's so close to the
new year, there might be clouds" (p. 299). It is the right time of the year for the
rains to come, and Joseph is aware of this. On the way to visit Father Angelo,
Juanito observes that "the wind is from the west." When Joseph repudiates this
sign of rain (the ocean is just over the crest of the western mountains), Juanito
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says logically (and non-teleologically), "But sometime it must rain ... "
(p. 306). Mter they have had dinner at Juanito's house, Juanito excitedly points
out a ring around the moon, but Joseph refuses to accept the sign and quotes a
saying, "In a dry year all signs fail" (p. 315). Joseph turns his back to the
prophetic moon and rides toward the grove in the mountains. As he rides, a
strong wind begins to blow from the west and soon is howling through the
mountains. On the way back he finds a dead cow: "Its hip was a mountain
peak, and its ribs were like the long waterscars on the hillsides" <p. 317).
Joseph rides into the grove and ignores the obvious signs of approaching
weather. The wind rages outside the grove as he kills the calf, and he does not
even notice that "The sun [has] lost its brilliance and sheathed itself in thin
clouds" (p. 320). Joseph is blinded to the immediate picture; at this point he is
committed to a realization of the whole which can only be attained by total
commitment, or "living into" it. Before he has climbed onto the rock and cut his
wrist, the stage is set for the drought to be broken, the waters to be freed, and
the waste land of Nuestra Senora to be saved. Joseph's death has nothing to do
with this phenomenon, and by introducing the unmistakable signs of changing
weather, Steinbeck has asked us to view Joseph's sacrifice not as part of the
cause-and-effect relationship, but as the necessary culmination of the process
of growing commitment which Joseph has been involved in from the beginning.
When critic Joseph Fontenrose suggests that "We need not ask whether
Joseph's rituals and sacrifices really affected the weather," 14 he is missing the
crucial meaning of the climax of the novel. It is important that we realize that
the sacrifices do not affect the weather, because causality has no part in the
pattern Steinbeck is describing. Once the causal relationship has been denied,
the real importance of Joseph's self-sacrifice can be isolated: his sacrifice is
nothing more than the ultimate statement of his commitment, the same commitment which is at the heart of all religious sacrifice, be it Christ or Fisher
King.
Richard Astro voices a common criticism of To a God Unknown when he
states that "Steinbeck lapses occasionally into sentimentality which results
from the teleological role of savior he assigns to a hero whose character is
basically non-teleological." 15 Like Fontenrose, Astro has missed the real
meaning of Joseph's sacrifice and thus a central meaning of the novel. Rather
than lapsing into sentimentalism in his treatment of Joseph, Steinbeck is very
calculating in his portrayal of Joseph as a would-be priest of nature who fails
consistently to see things as they really are. Until we realize, in fact, that
Joseph's confusion is carefully maintained throughout the book, it is tempting
to agree with another critic, Howard Levant, that "the authorial indecision that
presents Joseph, until the last possible moment, as a confused mystic rather
than a convinced priest or god profoundly affects the credible presentation of
nature worship."" Rather than "authorial indecision," however, what Levant
and others are reacting to is a brilliantly sustained ambiguity which runs
through the novel right up to Joseph's final moments. In missing this key
element, critics have consistently underrated the craftmanship of To a
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God Unknown. What Steinbeck has done in this early and somewhat awkward
novel is to weave a tight tapestry of man's religious history, from Christianity
all the way back beyond the legends of the Grail and Fisher King to Dionysus,
Zeus and older deities. Joseph Wayne, who is "a repository for a little piece of
each man's soul, and more than that, a symbol of the earth's soul" <p. 121),
moves through all of these aspects of man's religious consciousness toward an
understanding of his total involvement with all existence. In the end he achieves
understanding because he is willing to make the ultimate and most elemental
religious statement of all: self-sacrifice.
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William James's
1895 Visit

to Colorado

Frederick J. Down Scott

W

ILLIAM James began the "Preface" to his book Talks to Teachers on
Psychology (1899) with a bit of historical background: ''In 1892 I was
asked by the Harvard Corporation to give a few public lectures on
psychology to the Cambridge teachers.' The talks now printed form the substance of that course, which has since then been delivered at various places to
various teacher-audiences." One of these places was Colorado Springs in
August, 1895, the farthest away from home he had ever been in the United
States. A group of his previously unpublished letters and other documents form
the basis of the following detailed account of this Colorado visit.
George B. Turnbull, Principal of the Colorado Springs High School, had
assumed the office of Director for the fourth annual session of the Colorado
Summer School. The next four letters are James's replies to Turnbull's efforts
to secure his participation in the summer school. 2
33

95 Irving St.
Cambridge, Mass.
Feb. 6. 95
G. B. TurnbullEsq
Dear Sir,
I owe you a profound apology for so tardy a reply to your letter of the
23rd of January. On receiving it, I immediately wrote to the Connecticut
authorities who had also been negotiating with me for a course in their
summer school to know what their decision was, since the two courses
would probably conflict. I supposed I should get a speedy answer, but it
was delayed, and finally was indecisive, as the summer school there is
itself uncertain. Then there has been another delay owing to my being
absent from home without your letter & address which my wife has at last
sent me this A.M.
To come to the point, I must beg you to give me two or three weeks time
in which to decide. If the announcement must be immediately published,
then of course you will have to drop my name.
In case there is plenty of time, however, it will expedite my decision to
know just what latitude of date you can allow me. In any case, I could only
give 8 lectures, adapted specially to teachers, and should probably have
to ask that they be given on successive session days. I hope the Connecticut engagement, to which I am pledged if they take me up, will not
interfere. Apologizing for the delay, I am,
Respectfully yours
WmJames

95 Irving St.
March31. 95
Geo. B. Turnbull Esq
Dear Sir,
Your inquiry of the 26th is received, and I can only beg your pardon for
so long taxing your patience. I can only say that I have been waiting for
the final decision of the Connecticut School authorities to whom I have
promised to give a course if their school comes to pass. As they are to pay
me, etc., and the dates may conflict, I can only give you now, to my
regret, the provisional answer which you say I may. I will certainly come
and lecture for you, if I can, choosing, as you suggest, my own dates
between July 15th and Aug. 16th. The subjects are: I. Man as a relative
organism. II. Native impulses. III. Habits. IV. Association. V. Memory.
VI. Attention. VII. Conception and Perception. VIII. Will.
I will let you know as soon as possible what the final decision is to be.
Sincerely yours
WmJames
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95 Irving St.
Cambridge, Mass.
May 10.1895
G. B. Turnbull Esq
Dear Sir,
Your note of the 4th is received, but the prospectus does not come.
I am happy to say that I have agreed with the State of Connecticut to
give only 3 lectures, and that I can definitely come unless some unforeseen accident should upset all plans.
Sincerely yours
WmJames
May 19th, 1895
G. B. Turnbull Esq
Dear Sir,
The earliest date at which it will be possible for me to leave Boston will
be Monday evening July 29th. I don't know just when this will get me to
Colorado Springs, but I hope that it may not be too late for the comfortable completion of my eight lectures.
Pray let me know if this time seems all right from your end of the affair, and believe me truly yours
WmJames
James gave his three lectures for the Connecticut summer school in the
Norwich Free Academy, Norwich, Connecticut on July 15, 16 and 17.' Before
leaving for Norwich, James spent some weeks with his family at their summer
home in Chocorua, New Hampshire. From there he wrote to thank Mrs.
Elizabeth Cass Goddard for her invitation to stay in her house, 808 North
Cascade Avenue, while he was in Colorado Springs: 4
Chocorua, N. H.
July 11, 1895
Dear Madam,
Your letter gives a pleasant foretaste of Colorado hospitality. I am the
nephew of Augustus James of Rhinebeck, and I well remember your
grandmother when I was a boy, with her big voice and her outspoken
opinions. I will gladly be sheltered under your roof for a couple of days of
my stay, but I see complications which may make a longer stay unadvisable. Thanking you very much indeed, I am sincerely yours
WmJames
Mrs. Goddard was born on October 1, 1840 to Henry B. and Matilda Cass
Ledyard in Paris, where Mr. Ledyard was the Secretary of the American
Embassy and General Lewis Cass the Minister. On April 22, 1862 she married
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Francis Weyland Goddard, a member of a prominent Rhode Island family.
They resided in Providence till January, 1887, when she moved to Colorado
Springs due to the poor health of their son, Henry Ledyard Goddard. Mr.
Goddard evidently stayed on in Providence but died suddenly from heart
disease in Boston, May 16, 1889. Further tragedy came on August 30, 1892, when
her son died.
Mrs. Goddard gave unsparingly of her time and energy to philanthropic,
educational, and patriotic causes. She was an active member of very many
societies, both local and national. After a brief illness, she died on May 29, 1918,
survived by her daughter, Mrs. Charlotte Ives Shaw of New York.
The "grandmother" mentioned in the above letter was no doubt Mrs. Goddard's paternal grandmother, because the Ledyards were from Newport,
Rhode Island, where James lived for several years in his youth.
From two remarks in a letter to his friend, James Mark Baldwin, it seems
safe to surmise that James gave his annual course of eight lectures in the
Harvard summer school during the Norwich-Colorado interval. On Tuesday the
9th of July, he told Baldwin that he had "been taking a month of mental
vacuity" and that "I start next Monday [the 15th] on a summer school lecturing
job which will last a month and take me by August as far as Colorado. " 5
After three nights and three days on the train James arrived in Colorado
Springs on Thursday morning, August 1, and was driven at once to the home of
Mrs. Goddard. He gave his first lecture before a very large audience the next
afternoon at five o'clock in the Coburn Library Chapel of The Colorado College.
On the following Tuesday evening, a reception was given by Mr. and Mrs. Louis
R. Ehrich for their guest, Professor Thomas Raynesford Lounsbury, the
famous Shakespeare scholar from Yale University, who was also teaching in
the Summer School. The Colorado Springs Gazette reported that "All the
members of the faculty of the Summer School were there."' No doubt, James
was present. In a letter to his young daughter, Margaret Mary (''Peggy"), he
wrote, "I went up a high mountain yesterday [Wednesday] and saw all the
kingdoms of the world spread out before me, on the illimitable prairie which
looked like a map." 7 This weekday trip to nearby Pike's Peak was possible
because James did not have to lecture till8:00 p.m. Since the Summer School
sessions ended on Friday, August 9, he must have combined the fifth and sixth
of the prepared lectures for his fifth lecture on the 8th and the seventh and
eighth of the prepared lectures for his final lecture on the 9th. This contraction
would have been somewhat similar to what he did at Norwich earlier.
After James left Colorado Springs he spent some time at the Hotel Colorado in
Glenwood Springs before returning home. This hotel was begun in 1891, opened
in 1893, and was second in Colorado only to the Brown Palace in Denver. Writing
to Theodore Flournoy on August 13, James gave his impression both of what he
witnessed in Colorado and of the hotel:
The most fin de siecle civilization coexists here with the most primeval
nature. Around every railroad station one sees mere caverns in the clay
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banks with three pieces of wood to make a doorway, and in these certain
human beings live, and yet the hotel in which I now am <4 years old) is
really handsomer and more comfortable than the best Swiss hotel that I
have ever seen. In admirable good taste too. Its raison d'~tre is certain
hot springs, very wonderful fountains playing, and a great warm
swimming tank 400 feet long on the grounds. The trouble with all this new
civilization is that it is based not on saving, but borrowing; and whenever
hard times come, as they did come 3 years ago, everyone goes bankrupt.
But the vision of the future, the dreams of the possible, keep everyone
enthusiastic, and so the work goes on. Such conditions have never existed
before on so enormous a scale. •
From Cambridge on August 20th, James wrote to Baldwin again: "Just back
from Colorado, the journey having been more of an experience than I expected,
in every way except psychology." He then rejoined his family at Chocorua and
from there wrote a letter of appreciation to Mrs. Goddard:

Aug. 22, 1895
Dear Mrs. Goddard,
I had a very smooth and pleasant journey home, neither hot nor dirty as
such things go, and I have been so incessantly occupied with busines·s of
one kind or another ever since that I only now find an hour of leisure in
which to announce to you the fact. I find the wife and babes all well, and
the home very pleasant, and the difference between my mood now and
my mood when I left 3 weeks ago is the measure of the good I have got
from my journey. For me change of scenery and life is a vital necessity
without which I go out like a fire that isn't poked. I regret it, for if there is
anything I aspire to, it is to be able to work steadily on day after day with
no need of change, but my bad nervous temperament keeps me exiled
from that Eden.
I have been babbling about you and your goodness and all the rest of it
ever since I have returned, and you may be sure that time will not appreciably diminish the tendency. I don't like to be behind the gifted
Wilkinson in outward testimonies of my gratitude, so I am ordering the
publishers to send you from me that immortal work the Principles of
Psychology, on condition that you shall not read a word of it, but merely
let it ornament the shelves of your library. If, in spite of this desire on my
part, you do perversely try to read anything in it, don't go outside of the
Chapters on the Self (1st part), the Instincts, Emotions, or Will (latter
part)! The rest is quite unreadable. Well!
Colorado has now become a part of my Self, and I hope that in a less
degree Cambridge may have become a part of yours. I was glad to hear
from my wife-you would combine beautifully if you knew each other37

that the spirit had moved her to write you a word of thanks for the way
you were treating me. • She now again sends you her love, and so do I.
Ever faithfully yours
WmJames
Christmas and the advent of the New Year provided James another occasion
to express his appreciation to Mrs. Goddard and to bring her up to date on his
reflections on "the eventful1895":
Cambridge
Dec. 31, 1895
Dear Mrs. Goddard,
I waft you on this dying night of the eventful 1895 a New Year's
Greeting. May 1896 be fuller of happiness for you than some previous
years have been. I sent you just before Christmas a slight memento in the
shape of Matthew Arnold's letters. 10 They give a pleasant picture of the
man, though they are, unlike some letters, less important than his books.
Since the boom at Cripple Creek I have been regretting not having
mortgaged this house to invest. I hope you got in early! I suppose you
auriferous Coloradoans talk of nothing else! Have you been losing your
heads over the war'? Cleveland's direct threat was certainly a calamity to
civilization. People here are singularly unanimous about it. I am very
hard at work indeed, and next summer's vacation seems very very far
off. It won't contain anything, I am very sure, as delectable as my fortnight with you. Pray accept my wife's most grateful regards along with
mine, and believe me, dear Mrs. Goddard, your faithful friend,
WmJames
Remember me most kindly to Dr. Caldwell, the Edsells' and other
inquiring friends, if there are any-Mrs. Slocum, for example. By the
way, do they want a first-class french teacher at the College'?
The mention of Cripple Creek suggests that James visited this area of gold
mining during his visit. The reference to President Grover Cleveland was to his
December 17th message to Congress concerning the boundary dispute between
Venezuela and British Guiana. Cleveland had announced that it was incumbent
upon the United States to take measures to determine the true boundary line
and then to resist by every means in its power as a wilful aggression upon its
rights and interests any appropriation by Great Britain of territory not thus
determined to be hers. James feared that this message would stir up the warfever of the American citizens.
The persons mentioned in this letter were: Dr. Samuel L. Caldwell, a
physician and long time resident of Colorado Springs; Mr. and Mrs. Clarence
Edsall, a mining stock broker, and/or his brother, Thomas H. Edsall, an attorney; Mrs. Mary Slocum, the wife of William F. Slocum, president of The
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Colorado College (1888-1917). Dr. Slocum gave a course of twelve lectures on
Greek philosophy to the Summer School students.
Since 1885 James was intensely interested in the field of psychical research.
The next letter to Mrs. Goddard assures us that this field of interest was the
topic of much conversation while James was in Colorado Springs:
95 Irving St.
Cambridge, Mass.
Feb. 3,1896
Dear Mrs. Goddard,
Thank you for your letter which brings you before me in a somewhat
sadder tone than that of last summer, but what a sad place Colorado
Springs must be with such frequent tragedies as that which you relate.
Mrs. Reed forestalled your questions to me this A.M. and I have written
her that I believe in the fact of T. T. [thought-transference] but have
absolutely no theory of the modus operandi. I am sending her a little book
on the subject. To you I send the proof of an address <come in this
evening) which I shall beg you to return after you have made use of it.
The part I mark relates to your topic, though I fear you may find it obscure. Good night, dear Mrs. Goddard, and believe me always your friend
WmJames
The "address" was James's Presidential Address to the English Society for
Psychical Research which was read by another and later published in the
Society's Proceedings. 11 It is not clear which "Mrs. Reed" was referred to.
The record of the correspondence between these two friends ends with a short
note of James, January 6, 1898: "Needless to say that I cannot come to lunch on
January nth. But I am glad of the opportunity to wish you a Happy New Year,
and express the hope that all is well with you, as it is with us." The invitation
was most likely to visit Mrs. Goddard's spacious residence on Brown and
George streets in Providence, where she lived part of each year, at least from
1898 onwards.
Years later James drew upon his Colorado experience to illustrate a
philosophic distinction in his book, Pragmatism ( 1907). He distinguished between tender-minded and tough-minded philosophers. The tough think of the
tender as sentimentalists and soft-heads. The tender believe the tough to be
unrefined, callous, or brutal. "Their mutual reaction is very much like that that
takes place when Bostonian tourists mingle with a population like that of
Cripple Creek. Each type believes the other to be inferior to itself; but disdain
in the one case is mingled with amusement, in the other it has a dash of fear.'' 12
His experience also enabled him still later to exemplify a profound reflection:
"Everything is smothered in the litter that is fated to accompany it. Without too
much you cannot have enough, of anything.... The gold-dust comes to birth
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with the quartz-sand all around it. ... There must be extrication ... but the
clay matrix and the noble gem must first come into being unsifted. " 11

Notes
1
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<November 19, 1891), p. 329. I thank Jessica Owaroff, Houghton Library,
Harvard University, for her help on this point.
2
The letters of James to Turnbull ar-e in the Special Collections of Tutt
Library, The Colorado College. They are published with the kind permission of
Mr. Alexander R. James and of the Library. The letters of Turnbull to James
have unfortunately not been preserved.
s Cf. Connecticut School Document No. 9, 1895, p. 31.
4
The letters of James to Goddard are in the Cass Papers, William L.
Clements Library, University of Michigan. They are published with the permission of the Library. Again, the letters of Goddard to James have not been
preserved.
5
The Baldwin Papers are in the Bodleian Library, Oxford University.
• I wish publicly to thank Professor George V. Fagan and his assistant, Mr.
Dale C. Hathaway, of the Tutt Library, for their kind help in sending the
documents from which this account of James's stay could be constructed.
7
Letters of William James, edited by his son Henry (Boston: Atlantic
Monthly Press, 1920), II, 25-26.
• The Letters of William James and Theodore Flournoy, ed. by Robert C. Le
Clair (University of Wisconsin Press, 1966), p. 41.
• There is an August 8, 1895, James letter catalogued as in the Cass Papers,
but it is missing. This no doubt was Mrs. James's letter.
10
Letters of Matthew Arnold, ed. GeorgeW.E. Russell (London:Macmillan,
1895). The American edition appeared in 1896.
11
12 (June 1896), 2-10.
12
Pragmatism (Harvard University Press, 1975), pp.13-14.
n A Pluralistic Universe (Harvard University Press, 1977), pp. 142-43.
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David Citino
DAUGHTER
Our father is old, and there is not a man
in the earth to come in unto us ...

to the mirror, as to a sister,
when she saw dawn redden her lips
as it crept over her bare left shoulder
that day thirty-nine years
beyond her first dawn, she said
"he's grown gray as a lake
under a cloud of days, as stone,
stares out through the door
envying the forest's wet scent,
lonelier even than I, as he's male,
missing her more, as he must,
too fragile to endure under grass.
I'll prepare savory meat,
crimson enough to quicken the blood
and too many cups of wine
for him to count
but not so many he can't remember
and become my beast in the fable of him
and his in the fable of me
and we'll go in to him
driven by blood and its music of must
and insinuate ourselves between his limbs
and take him back to where we begin,
a greedy boy we'll need to tutor and feed
until he hurts us with the human wound
and our bloods meet somewhere
between sleep and dream and be to him
what it's our lot to be, which is nothing
and all, anns and legs open briefly,
then shut with regret and, later,
touch his thigh and swear
to be there to close his eyes
long before the heavens rwnble,
long before our bellies swell.
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THE CHIEF'S LAMENT
we won't leave the caves tonight.
the world's grown dangerous and dark
and wild for revenge.
today I heard snakes speak
and young girls whistle
and at every crossroad
where we've bwied a suicide
to separate the greed of one
from the tribe's greed
a demon squats, hot and hungry.
Clown, dizzy in his foul tent
says yesterday's death of Sun
was a judgment on the young men
who sit in a circle
eating and excreting their new god.
each flaming arrow we sent up
to slay the beast who feasts on day
fell back, charred and dark,
bowed like a new moon.
in the wind I smell ice,
the sandy blood of martyrdom.
how did we ever become so unimportant?
for all our chants and dances,
even though Clown fasts and giggles
and fashions new rattles and drums
our fathers have left us here
with fists full of laughter,
forests filled with what is forbidden.
we'll stay in the caves tonight.
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LAMENT OF THE CHIEF'S SON
my father, the great chief,
steals out tonight
to work his royal magic
over the footprints of those
he accuses of stealing his chickens:
fills them with broken glass
to make the enemy lame, water
to drown him at the next river,
goat blood to make him foolish
at night with his women.
when did he become so old?
his life is a symbol

worn smooth by the ghost-fingers
of our pygmy ancestors, a drum.
slit-drums, shaman-stones,
the knucklebones of old women,
feathers and flint that fell
from the sky in the earlier time:
must I, cut in the loins as he was,
bend to worship all things old?
I loathe this petty lust,
need for fear, greed for slaughter.
this explains my fast; I'm afraid
that if I eat the food
blessed by his bald priests
I'll have to stay here
in this land of the dead forever.
life lived as son
is the only real taboo,
the vulture my only totem.
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SNOWFALL
we like to think
the snow falls here
onto our black fields,
softening what we are;
but snow only is,
hovers over forest
and face: snow lives on,
slowing all the air
while we rise up
beyond the end of snow
to melt into cloud or moon,
a too-pure blue.
we think we'll stay here.
we think snow falls.
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Nils Peterson

A STORY

Farley Inman-I hate your eyes.
For 25 years I haven't seen you
or thought of you.
Had I not buried you?
heaped the sods and headstone of my contempt
upon the smarmy smirk of your smile?
Yet, here you come about me this Christmas
rattlingwhen I try to bless or be blessedyour chains like Marley's ghost.
You are as ready as ever to kick ass or kiss it.
I hate your bow tie.
I hate your high hair part.
I hate the late adolescent grain of your cheek.
I hate the arrogant outjutting of your earsnot to mention the smirk of your smile
which I've already mentioned.
I called you once-no doubt you've forgotten ityou son of a bitch
"Cincinnati's Dancing Pig"
from the title of a popular song
about your hometown
(not top to-maybe 15-20).
I must have been answering some snotass remark of yours.
Shit, I don't want to talk to you anymore.
I'll talk to my friends out there.
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He transferred from our small-town-small Southern Presbyterian college
after pledging Sigma Chi our freshman year
to Cincinnati U. where there was a good chapter.
God, I suppose he was not unattractive
in some kind of general Midwestern cleancut way.
Farley-you cocksucker-I hate hating you.
I hate why I hate you.
I hate you because you took Roseanne
to the Sophomore Gardenia Dance.
OhFriendsRoseanne was not one of the Belles
whose legs swung like clappers
inside calf-length, grey-flannel skirts
as they strode from class to class
across town at KCW-The Kentucky College for Women.
Coopies we call Them
(we, the horny inhabitants of Breckinridge Hall
peekers rising high
above the petty assault
of saltpetre in the mashed potatoes)
or the Collection
The Collection at The Kentucky Corral for Wildlife.
Roseanne was beautiful,
though shorter from hip to ankle than my taste
fucked up by Betty Grable
and the cartoon calendar girls of Esquire Magazine
said she should be.
She dwelt in the trodden way between Old Breck and The Coop
sweeping the cinders
behind the counter of Begley's Professional Drugs
flowing between the mayonnaise and meat grease
swelling her uniform of pastel blue and dirty cream
with such sweet swells
my heart long in hiding now stirs for a word.
And though we could not, would not take out a town girl
save on the sly to try and get a little
of what Townies were supposed to be good for,
weekend after weekend
we crowded 4 by 4
in 2 by 2 booths
to dine on the Saturday Surprisethinned out tuna
plopped down amidst a tomato quadrisected
on a leaf of lettuce too limp to last to Sunday Noon Dinner.
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We watched
before going to the Saturday Movie Special
<Three Westerns
2 starring Buck Anybody in black and white
1 with Audie Murphy or-God Forbid-Rory Calhoun
in Eastmanorangecolor
6 Silly Symphonies
a Pete Smith short
and a serial about men from Mars who from a cave
use Miss Jane's Dude Ranch as cover)
salivating out of more glands than the salivary
as she made each sweet and Saturday Surprise
out of her sweet and Saturday self,
she, Roseanne.
How could it be that it was that asshole Farley Inman
who asked her to the Sophomore Gardenia Dance?
I can't stand it.
a quarter of a century later,-I can't stand it.
Friends, you should know
I was not a dancing man.
Those few I attended in high school
I spent in the cloakroom not checking coats.
The first dance that ever I danced
I danced with Joanne Fern
stumbling, after a movie <the high-class midweek Western
in genuine Technicolor >
into a social at her KCW dormitory.
There was no out
save admitting I never danced before
which admitting I was not about to admit.
Her hall did not even have a cloakroom
not to check coats in.
She too transferred after her first year
I don't know where-I can't believe to Cincinnati U.
So, it was not that Farley and I were rivals.
I wasn't going to the dance with anybody.
In truth, despite my yearning, I liked women most from afar,
and did not hasten back after dancing my first dance,
and yet, I was there-I don't remember howperhaps with Jean Haversham-then a sophomorewhom I didn't go to several dances withI, dressing up in my father's fat old tuxedo
she (a skinny thing, tall, a writer,
with one eye too in love with her long nose)
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donning-with surprising grace-pale green puffy
low-cut things
<Later, she grew elegant
becoming a buyer for B. Altman
or Bonwit Teller-some such place)
and we going together-but not as dates
no, never as dates.
One grand time we played basketball
all night long with the decorations
at the spiffed-up gym-dreamily trying to dribble
soft pink balloons
between the dancers of the Centre Court pack,
passing and shooting at the crepe paper covered baskets
and talking and talking and talking.
Maybe that was the night when 1fearful of the unsolicited erection
wore an athletic supporter
and my jock-strapped in parts
grew deep and awful in their ache.
At the end of the evening, I could hardly walk back
from the white arches of her dorm
through the spring-scented, locust-silent streets
half bending, gathering myself to myself
around that central pain
shuffling, like a good nigruh,
before grave, broad-fronted houses
frowning in Southern at me.
No, that seems laterperhaps it was just that in that time
whenever there was a place to go
we all went
like my thick-necked tackle of a first roommate
also from New Jersey
sitting in pained stolidity
in front of a fatting soprano singing Schubert lieder
because there was nowhere else
except another Western
or the Coffee Cup Cafe
which hadn't changed its pinball machine
since the original installation
in the Gold Star Summer of Nineteen Ought Seven.
Anyway,
I was there,
at the dance,
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when Farley and Roseanne came in
Farley smirking his smirk,
licking his pimpled chops
and Roseanne in rose-red
Roseanne in rose-red
bare-shouldered, dark-haired,
the tops of her breasts trembling out above
the crinolined carapace
of those thrilling formals of yesteryear
gowns modeled
I learned later
from top to tail
after the breastplates of Roman Centurions.
I couldn't stand it then, I can't stand it now
that it was Farley Inman that ass who took her to that dance.
What in my smallness makes this memory bearable
is that Farley did not have the joy of her.
Discarding their dates like old corsages,
fraternity presidents, football captains, tennis stars,
Phi Beta Kappa candidates, veterans, yes
the last lorn legions of World War II
exotic as flamingoes
surviving on the dwindling pink shrimp of the GI Bill
cutin on him
and on each other-one after the other
a line, a conga line of tuxedoed,
bow-tied, Adam's-appled, cutter-inners
while abandoned, unCooped Coopies
who not long before had sipped snoot-nosed lemonades
at that very drugstore of which I've spoken
huddled sullen by the Coke machine whisperingor lingered long in the powder room
carved out of the odor of linament and toweling
in the trainer's quarters.
Even the doddering dean of men did his dance with her
and Hazlitt Tee Beauregard, the head of the English department.
It was Roseanne's night
and you, Farley, you bastard, you did not have the joy of her,
I think,-except the wry joy of the owner
of the one good bottle of bourbon at a bring-your-own party
who, going to make his drink, finds
that everyone else has approved his taste
by emptying his bottle.

50

Roseanne in rose-red
you owned us
you owned us all
that one night in the spring of 1951.
I do not know what happened
at whatever hour the clock struck twelve.
When I went back to school the next year, she was gone1 don't know where,-certainly not to Cincinnati U.
We no longer ate at Begley's Professional Drugs
moving on-now that someone had a carto the Crossroads just outside of town,
having lost the salt of beauty,
we settled for the savor of homemade barbecue sauce
puddling over our hard-fried food.
OhFriends,
the fictions of my life
have long bent and cracked beneath
the weight of the stories of unrescued girls.
For once, then, a happiness,but I was not Prince Charming,
No, never charming.
It was Farley Inman
who got that role
and haunts me still.
So now I must do thisI must force myself to do this:
Bless you, Farley Inman-you ass-for your asking,
for your asking Roseanne
to the Sophomore Gardenia Dance.
Bless you, Farley Inman.

51

NOI~QI~

G

OOD afternoon, Ladies and Gentlemen. Welcome to the Vietnam
Historic Battlefield Park. The visitor's center in which you are now
standing is located on the site of the 76-day siege of Khesanh. Displays
relating to the siege, including objects found on the siege site, may be seen in
the gallery to your right. Rest rooms are in the basement. The Maporama show
illustrating and explaining the major movements of the Vietnam War will begin
in the auditorium in fifteen minutes. After the show, you are invited to step onto
the moving roadway for a self-guided tour of part of the actual battlefield.
There are refreshments at stop 3 of the tour and a weapon demonstration at stop
7. The talking picture books for sale at the desk will add to your understanding
of the fighting. Enjoy your visit."
"Can I have a book?" Bobby Phillips asked his father.
"You didn't use the one I bought you at Gettysburg."
"I did so use the book. I used it all the time."
"You mean you broke it," said his brother John.
"John, don't tease your little brother," admonished Mrs. Phillips. She took
Bobby's part whenever possible to hide her preference for her older and
brighter son.
Mr. Phillips said, "We'll talk about the book later. Now let's see the
displays.''
While Mr. Phillips, whose hobby was old guns, explained the relative merits
of the automatic rifle and the light machine gun to John, Bobby flitted from
case to case activating each display before running to the next. Mrs. Phillips
studied an array of antique surgical instruments. It made her shudder to think
of those evil shining blades ever cutting into living flesh, but John, at sixteen,
had already expressed an interest in medicine as a career, and she was
preparing herself for the role of a doctor's mother.
When the loudspeaker called, "Please take your places in the auditorium for
the Maporama show,'' they joined the other tourists filing into the auditorium
and found good viewing niches near the center of the room.
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The lights went out and the floor under their feet became transparent.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, you are now twenty feet above the Khesanh Combat
Base. It is March of 1968, toward the end of the siege .... "
Below them lies a dun-colored plateau pocked with trenches, bunkers, and
gun emplacements. A tarmac airstrip, flanked by scattered pieces of wrecked
planes, cuts across the dusty ground. Jungled hills encircle the plateau under a
burning blue-white sky that fits on the terrain like a domed lid. A plane comes
out of the sky and approaches the airstrip for a landing. Rockets crash in and
the .50 calibers whine. The place lands amidst blasts of noise, fire, and smoke.
Its crew tumbles out and runs for the trenches. Other uniformed men dash out
to the plane and take their places aboard. The plane taxis, is narrowly missed
by an exploding shell, and takes off. The bombardment continues.
"Now for a better understanding of the events leading to the siege .... " The
scene shifts. They are high above the long hooked shape of Vietnam, looking
down at its highlands, thick jungles, slow-moving rivers, and muddy delta land.
The announcer's voice continues and the land glows with colors: blue for the
American forces, white for the South Vietnamese, green for the North Vietnamese, and red for the Viet Cong. The lights ebb and flow as the announcer
explains the military maneuvers. Red flows into blue and then into white, and
then back to red again. The play of colors on the land is lovely to watch.
From time to time they swoop down for a close-up. Mortars firing. Men
cutting their way through the jungle. Grenades bursting. Helicopters
evacuating the wounded. Then up again for the long range view and the explanation and the shifting colors on the map.
"That was a good show," said John, "but I wish we'd seen the horses."
"They didn't use horses in the Vietnam War," his father told him.
"Yes, they did. I distinctly heard the announcer say 'cavalry.' "
"That was air cavalry. Planes and helicopters, not horses."
"Then they should change the name. Cavalry is supposed to mean horses."
John hated being wrong. It made him sulky.
"Anyone want to use the rest room before w~ start the tour?" asked Mrs.
Phillips.
Stop 1 of the tour, the reconstructed defenses of Khesanh, was lively with
other tourists just out of the Maporama show. All the audio tapes were going.
People milled about the reconstructed living quarters calling to each other to
see this or that. John and Bobby disappeared into one of the the bunkers while
Mr. Phillips headed directly for the artillery emplacement. Mrs. Phillips sighed
and found herself a comfortable bench. She knew her husband. He would poke
around those guns until she dragged him back onto the moving roadway.
At tour stop 2, the audio explained that a VietCong infiltration route could be
followed along a footpath that led into the jungle for about a mile. The last thing
Mrs. Phillips felt like was a mile-long walk, but Bobby begged to go into a real
jungle.
The climate control weakened as they followed the footpath, and the air soon
became hot and sticky. Mrs. Phillips did not like heat. She wondered why
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anyone would bother to fight a war over a place with such an awful climate.
When a green bug flew past her face, she decided that they had had enough
jungle walking and lured the stalwart males of her family back to the roadway
with visions of refreshments at stop 3.
As they sat sipping their sodas in the stop 3 snack bar, Mrs. Phillips said, "If
we make all the stops on the tour, we won't have time for a swim before dinner."
Mr. Phillips agreed that they could see enough from the roadway. He only
wanted to stop for the weapon demonstration.
"I want to see the cemetery," John said.
"What is so interesting about a cemetery?" asked his mother.
John bristled at the hint of criticism. "I happen to think it's interesting to look
for names from our state among all those rows of white stones. Like we did at
Gettysburg last year.''
Mrs. Phillips placated him, "If it's important to you .... "
"There's no cemetery," interrupted Mr. Phillips.
"Why ever not?" asked his wife.
"In this war they shipped all the bodies home for burial."
"I had no idea. Sometimes I wonder how you know all these things."
"Just general information," but he looked pleased at the compliment.
Mr. Phillips displayed the range of his information at the stop 7 weapon
demonstration. A group of tourists, drawn by the promise of gunfire, clustered
around a college student dressed in a khaki uniform and green beret who was
explaining the workings of an M-16 rifle. Mr. Phillips asked about the number of
aimed shots possible per minute and, with that question as an opening,
proceeded to show that he knew more about guns than the student. He
discoursed learnedly about Gatlings and Brownings, automatics and semiautomatics, and recoilless. Soon the other tourists were asking him questions.
The student was so impressed with the lecture that he asked Mr. Phillips if he
would like to demonstrate the M-16.
Mr. Phillips had never actually fired one before (a fact he had neglected to
mention), but he knew exactly what to do. He lifted the gun and sighted
carefully at the man-shaped target. Then he squeezed the trigger. The report
was louder than he had expected and the recoil stronger, but the bullet tore
through the target's right arm. He smiled triumphantly as he handed back the
gun. It was the highlight of his vacation trip.
Later, Mr. and Mrs. Phillips sat on deck chairs near the hotel pool and
watched the boys cavorting in the water. Mr. Phillips said, "You know, my
shoulder is still sore from that rifle recoil."
"I hope you didn't bruise it. I feel sorry for those students demonstrating guns
all day. They must be black and blue.''
"Young muscles are more resilient. That's why wars were fought by boys of
eighteen and twenty.''
"Certainly not eighteen. Why, John's sixteen and he's just a baby. Can you
possibly imagine .... "An awful thought hit her. She said tentatively, "While
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you were changing, I heard that three men were wounded in a skirmish in the
Sea of Tranquillity today. You don't think we could possibly get involved in a
war on the moon, do you?"
"Of course not. Do you have any idea what it would cost to fight a war 250,000
miles away? And for what? To decide who can build their space stations
where?"
Mrs. Phillips was reassured. "I'm sure you're right. It could never happen."
"The idea is ridiculous." He stood up and stretched. "Let's take a dip in the
pool. Tomorrow we're off to Japan. We must stop at Hiroshima while we're
there. The guidebook says the cancer museum is very interesting."
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To Make an Ending
Frances Hall

W

HEN Emma Forsmann reached her seventieth year, she became
more tolerant toward herself. Increasingly she permitted an i~dulgent
evening of looking backward, and in the process she realized that her
personal stance had altered without her knowing.
The memory was still mercurial for her of a night, early in her twelfth year,
when she had lain sprawled across her bed-a full moon pouring through the
climbing rose outside her window, the sound of water lapping along shallow
ditches in the vineyard-and arrived at her belief that a reasonable providence
would surely give her more than one opportunity to test her skill at making
something of herself, particularly since her current life seemed to hold so little
promise.
"The older you get," she had told her younger sister Signe, "the more choices
there are. Most of them good ones. You ought to be able to try all the choicesnot for a few days or years, but for a whole lifetime. And then you ought to have
the chance to start over.''
Signe had not answered. She had been leaning her arms and shoulders along
the wide sill of the window, watching the moonlight pick up the paleness of their
mother's angular figure walking to and fro at the end of the long driveway,
where the family's land joined the public road, and where the open flume of the
water-filled irrigation ditches made a hazard for the drunken staggerer that
their father would be when he came back from town long after midnight.
"What makes you think that providence is reasonable?" asked Signe finally,
her childhood voice still high, but her mind already set on its lifelong track. "I
don't see much cause to think it is. Anyway, it isn't just. Look at the way Father
gets off time after time.''
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"That's only Mother taking care of Father. That isn't providence."
"But suppose providence assigned Mother to be Father's caretaker-"
"Then it was a dirty trick on Mother, and there isn't any justice.''
"Perhaps in an earlier life Mother did things that ruined her chances in this
one. Perhaps she had her opportunities when she was on earth some time
before." Emma's notion that a luxurious former existence might account for
her mother's present sorrows was actually her secret suspicion concerning her
own meager situation. Already she had recognized that the unique brain and
myriad talents she felt within herself could hope for little outlet in a stern
household shaped to the seasonal needs and outpourings of the land in this strict
Scandinavian village set down in a California countryside. The unfairness of it
ran over her, when she thought of it, like a grue.
"Mother? Mother doing things she shouldn't!" Signe was treating the conversation with the competitive ingenuity that had marked their childhood
fantasies, when they had spent rainy evenings making up stories by the hearthfire for their own amusement. "Mother's not paying for anything in the past.
She's saving up for next time. Mother is going to be a very great lady. It's
Father who will be paying- You'll see.''
The scene faded for Emma at this point when she recalled it more than half a
century after, but the views she had expressed that moonlit night when the
sound of water and the scent of blossoms had been rich in the ranch house
colored her thinking and shaped her actions far into maturity, though she
subjected them often to the sharpest scrutiny.
As Emma grew older, however, it was to her days at the university that her
thoughts returned more frequently-not to the chemistry lab which had set the
foundation for her considerable career; not to the seminars or the library,
where she had special privileges; not to the stadium or any part of the campus
itself. In her mind's eye was the old wooden boarding house where she had
earned her room rent by washing dishes nights and mornings.
Especially, it was the kitchen of the house that she saw, the room that had
been her primary place of meditation. There, in the winter evenings, her hands
busy with the dinner dishes-the rhythm of cleansing thumb on silver experienced, the procedure for moving from glass to china to pots and pans
ritualized, the whole sudsy sequence made undemanding by daily practice-she
had formulated many of the basic principles that had shaped her life thereafter.
Until she was nearly sixty, Emma commonly remembered the kitchen as
being empty except for her, though actually there had been a helper working
beside her, a student named Olin Carrington. Olin had been as good at following
an orderly sequence as she-wiping dishes, laying the silver in sorted rows,
carrying out the trash and the garbage while she swept. Then, when the tasks
were done, the two had sat opposite each other, their books open on the kitchen
table, utilizing the good light and the lingering warmth from the cookery while
they worked at their separate studies.
It was natural enough that Emma should have no image of Olin as significant
to the scene. He had been silent more often than not, as she was mostly glad to
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be, remote inside the insulated chamber of his own thoughts, just as she had
been isolated in hers.
Night after night as they had sat studying-Emma drawing the endless
charts and writing the specialized symbols that were part of her scientific
training, Olin bending above the long sheets on which his pen traveled with
meticulous slowness-there had been no common point in their education for
them to communicate about. When Emma learned, years later, that he had
become one of the nation's foremost poets-recipient of prizes and foundation
grants, representative of his country's cultural achievements in many
situations abroad-she was stunned.
She tried to think back to the room: the long, wooden sink-board, and above it
the south windows streaked by rain or steamed by cold; the huge stove with its
pots inverted, ready for morning; the gray surfaces of the tongue-and-groove
walls absorbing light so that only the table's rectangle was in brightness;
sometimes the slippers of old Mrs. Warren, who owned the house and did most
of the cooking, shuffling softly from pantry to stove as she prepared the morning cereal; the occasional sounds of feet on the stairs that angled just beyond
the wall above their heads, and the two of them far into their separate worlds.
Sometimes as they did the dishes, they had talked a little, but never in any
real interchange of ideas. Rather, each had been thinking aloud about his own
plans, his own future. Emma knew vaguely that Olin had been a good listener,
that she had talked more than he, mostly about her own design for living.
Whether she owed anything at all to his thinking she doubted greatly.
And this was just the rub. When she had learned about Olin's fame and had
seen in the library the solid row of volumes upon which his reputation rested,
she felt both cheated and embarrassed, as if there should have been clues to
help her recognize that she was in contact with a person who had an intellect
every bit as fine as her own.
As she read all of Olin's works, not only the bound volumes but the fugitive
pieces she traced by searching back through the magazines that had published
his earliest poems, she realized she did not even have the cold comfort of telling
herself that Olin's genius had flowered late and that she could therefore be
excused for not having recognized his quality. For Olin's serious writing was
already being published in experimental quarterlies during the years that she
had known him. Some of his most praised lyrics might well have been written
under her very nose, while they sat across the table from each other.
How could she have wasted thus the finest opportunity for interaction with a
first-rate mind that had ever come her way, she asked herself. Perhaps in those
early years she had brooded upon her own abilities too much, and upon the
obligation they entailed to strive for a higher level of fulfillment than if she had
been ordinary, like other people. Perhaps she had narrowed her life more than
was necessary by ignoring totally the frivolities and the engrossments of being
a woman. Possibly she had been wrong to think of men as lures to decoy her
from her chosen course.
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There would, at least, have been a certain satisfaction in discovering that she
had had some impact on Olin and his work. She began reading the criticism and
the biographies, winnowing the references to his college years for any hint that
might connect his life to her own, but she found nothing. Despite all those
evenings when they had studied across a single table, despite living under the
same high-pitched roof in adjoining attic rooms through an important part of
their lives, their two minds had never really spoken to each other.
Ultimately Emma began to construct imaginary dialogs, wherein her persuasive comments might have shaped Olin's thinking, might have swayed his
literary progress. Over and over she read the first published lyrics, written at
the time of those quiet hours in the Warren kitchen, until at length she found in
their very silence about her and about their life in the old house a reticence that
bespoke a closeness too deep for comment.
"I might have been Emma Carrington," she told herself one midnight shortly
before her sixtieth year. "I might have had children by a man who held the
Pulitzer prize and was granted one Guggenheim after another."
It was too burgeoning an idea to be totally suppressed; and by the time she
was sixty-two, Emma found herself on more than one festive evening explaining to comparative strangers how she had been engaged in her youth to the
nation's greatest living poet.
Once, on a summer holiday, she had gone to Connecticut, where Who's Who
indicated Olin now lived, and had walked to and fro before the handsome house
that was said to be his. There had been two young people playing tennis on the
lawn, people about the age she and Olin had been when they had known each
other; and when simple arithmetic and the intimate knowledge of his life that
she had gleaned through extended study combined to convince her that these
might well be his grandchildren, she was overwhelmed with sudden shame.
"You're making an absolute fool of yourself," her mind told her sternly.
"This silly business has got to end."
She left the locality on the evening train and did not talk of her connection
with Olin further. However, the long time of thinking about his successes and
the possible relationships of their different lives had had its influence upon her
point of view. She saw more clearly that the choice she had made to devote her
life wholly to intellectual concerns had involved some sacrifices which she had
not recognized as such before. Never by day, but sometimes late at night she
would think of the warm, abundant years she might have had with Olin, years
that could have eventuated in a house in Connecticut and beautiful grandchildret:t playing tennis on the lawn.
"I've given up a lot to improve my time on earth," she told herself on one such
occasion a trifle grimly. "I hope providence recognizes that."
Finally, as her seventieth birthday came and went, Emma Forsmann found
certain new aspects of her theories to brood upon-aspects she suspected she
should have considered earlier, which might possibly be keeping her alive now
in the austere body she had occupied so many years. Perhaps, she told herself,
her long step forward into her next and more satisfying rebirth was being
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delayed because there were phases of this present life which she had not
developed sufficiently. It was a possibility to be dwelt upon.
So one September evening Emma lay in her lounging chair under the umbrella tree behind the old ranch house-to which she was sole heir, now that
even the younger members of her family were dead-and reviewed her beliefs.
She did this tranquilly, letting ideas overlap or repeat themselves as they
pleased, knowing that eventually the whole thing would come clear. It was an
intuitive rather than an analytic process that she had found particularly
productive in her scientific investigations.
The evening was a good one for this sort of thinking. A deep fragrance of
ending summer came from the peach tree at the edge of the orchard, and
already there was the occasional crack of a falling walnut hitting the doors tone
in front of the house. The stars still held their warm-weather height in the
evening sky, but autumn's coolness could bring them harvest-close almost any
evening now, and it was good to enjoy the mild times for sitting outside after
sundown while these were still possible.
Under the muscat vines northeastward of the house, Amalia's kittens played,
sprawling over one another in an innocent forerunner of their oncoming
sexuality. "I must go to the pound tomorrow and turn them in," thought Emma
with a sigh. She never enjoyed these excursions, though she did not mind the
realization that the kittens would be put to death. Destruction of their brief
feline lives, she was certain, would merely release into a larger expression the
furry egos on their way to a richer identity, just as her own would be released
when the right moment had been achieved.
Of course, she could have taken Amalia to the vet long ago to terminate the
successive batches of kittens by simple surgery; but that would have greatly
diminished the richness of life for Amalia-and this, it seemed to Emma, was
not hers to determine.
Now, thinking this mild evening under the sky espaliered with stars, about
Amalia's right to her life of sexual richness and emotions of motherhood,
Emma saw certain analogies to her own life style. "Possibly I've been wrong,"
she thought, "to devote my entire energies to my scientific career, productive
though it has certainly been. Very likely there are emotive aspects of myself,
potentials of my personality, to which I have denied expression. Perhaps these
must be given some outlet before I can emerge from my present existence."
Amalia came silently, a silver prototype of cats moving shadowy through the
centuries-primitive in grace and profile-to jump into Emma's lap and
beseech her caressing hand. The mother eat's time of interest in this batch of
kittens was now fully gone, and she was ready to turn to other relationships
once more. Emma's strong fingers moved gently along the tender line where
the sensitive ears joined the furry head. The little animal settled happily and
began to purr her pleasure at the stroking.
"I, too, shall purr for awhile," Emma promised herself. "I shall let my
scientific contributions lie fallow and turn to the arts. Maybe I have some bent
for poetry. After a good lifetime, I should have as much to say as any of the
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poets-and know pretty much how to say it, having read such a lot of poetry in
recent years."
Something stirred in the vineyard; and Amalia, stiffening, set her claws deep
in Emma's thigh before she shot off into the darkness. A star blazed downward
and then went out. "Let it be for a sign," said Emma simply, as if the resolve to
forego her intellectual stance had opened a different door in her thinking. "I'll
begin at once."
So for six months Emma wrote poetry. She turned her mind to it fully and
worked at it with the same energy she would have devoted to a major piece of
research. She composed lines as she drove into town to do her marketing. She
thought of themes whenever she lay awake in the night. She read verse in the
anthologies, in volumes of individual poets, in current magazines. She joined a
writers' group in a nearby town; and utilizing the gossip concerning which
editors were buying and what publications lent prestige to one's work, she sat
down to her typewriter and sent forth her poems.
Not all of the responses were flat rejections. A new quarterly in psychology
printed Emma's submission and sent her a ten-dollor honorarium. There were
scribbled notes on rejection slips and requests to see additional material. The
members of the writers' group were delighted with the responses and told her
she was doing famously, but Emma's chilly gaze did not warm to their flattery
or to the comments of editors who felt some lack in her technical skill but
promise in her style. When the six months were up, she closed her notebook
thankfully, telling herself that if she were meant to glow in that firmament, her
star would have blazed, like Olin's, dramatically.
There was still the field of the painter, the visual artist. Remembering how
she had liked to do the laboratory drawings of her youth and how much better
her plates had been than those of most students, Emma turned next to watercolors. Again, she gave the medium her complete attention. She joined a group
under the professional leadership of a painter-critic, went to art shows, studied
reviews, allotted six month of dedication.
Once more, her work gained a good modicum of attention: two pictures
displayed in a local gallery, encouragement from the painter-critic to a degree
that brought her some troubled dreams into which he was fantastically woven.
But again, the six months ended without her having received a fee for a painting
so she gave her special papers, her paintbox and brushes to the rummage sale
of the University Women's Club without regret.
There were members of both the writers' and the painters' groups who
stormed at her about this. "Such arrogance!" one said to her bluntly. "To
expect that in six months you could achieve professional success, that you could
arrive all at once, while others must spend patient years of apprenticeship."
For every one of them Emma had as blunt an answer: "I do not have that
kind of time, and I am not an ordinary person. If I cannot have signal success
in six months, then I am not interested in trying further."
Thus a lot of new friends were friends no longer, and through the following
autumn well into the winter Emma had nobody but Amalia and her constant
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batches of kittens to enliven the long sequence of rainy days. Watching the
feline succession of prowling nights and purring satisfactions, Emma came
finally to see that there were further aspects of living she might be expected to
explore before she would be allowed to move out of her present being.
Through all of the holiday season, when Christmas cards from distant
acquaintances arrived with their annual notes reporting household changesmostly deaths among mutual friends, marriages and births among grandchildren-she felt the restlessness that had generally accompanied the time
between the completion of one research project and the definition of her next; a
time of uneasy germination before the ensuing problem, with all of its dramatic
potential for success or failure, had clarified itself.
Among the holiday messages, this Christmas as in previous years, were
several of the sort she had always scorned-xeroxed or printed letters
repeating the year's trivia in families with which she had never had sufficient
contact to justify the intimate tone with which the small joys and achievements
were recorded: "We spent six months in Europe last year and drove over 8,000
miles. Wish you could have been along to add to the fun we had." "Susan has
made Phi Beta Kappa, proving she really is Herb's own daughter. She'd never
have got those brains from me." "Chuck had to have his gall bladder out in
February, but he made a quick recovery, and rm here to say there's plenty of
life in the old boy yet."
For the first time as she sat by her December hearthfires with Amalia to keep
her company, she read and reread each communication; looked at snapshots of
family groups, though most of the faces were unknown to her; reached for the
feelings expressed or implied. "They do have something in their lives that I
didn't get," she acknowledged. "Even if a lot of what they say is bragging-and
rn bet it is-they do have something.,
As she went through the self-sufficient routines of frosty mornings-fetched
her wood, checked her cellar for the canned fruit she would use that day, did the
simple laundry she generally managed before lunchtime, talked with Yamoto
about the few chores that would need to be done for orchard and vineyard in the
quiescent season-the back of her mind was focused around other households:
"We're having sixteen for Christmas this year-a big crowd to cook for, and rn
be dead for a month when it's over, but it's always worth it." "We're spending
the holidays with Kurt's family-not like having your own home open with
people coming in, but nice for a change."
Nice for a change! That had a good ring to it, Emma decided as she looked
across the gray of sleeping vineyards toward the plum-blue of reticent mountains. She who had held people at arm's length all her days would now reach out
for relationships in the same way that she had tried writing poems and painting
landscapes. The process might be a bit more complicated, but she never
doubted that it could be done, though the point at which to start seemed at the
moment nebulous.
When Yamoto's four-year-old twins came to talk to their father, who was
stacking grape stakes in the barn, she went out with a plate of new-baked
63

cookies. But the children fled from her crying, and she remembered out of her
own childhood how this sort of behavior had been related to tales of a neighborhood witch. So that was her reputation! Well, then, being kind to children
was not the way to begin.
She thought of Opal, who had sat across the aisle from her in the sixth grade
and who still lived down the road-Opal who had asked her over for various
class reunions, though Emma had always refused. "You know I'm not the
social type,'' had been her frank rejection.
Now she looked Opal up in the phone book for the first time in many years and
dialed the number, only one digit different from her own. But Opal did not
answer; and when the bell had rung a sufficient number of times so that Emma
could decently hang up, she knew by the surge of relief within her that this was
not the right approach, either.
With the last thin sunlight of the day slanting through bare walnut boughs to
make a mesh of shadow on the driveway eastward, where Amalia-wide with
impending kittens-came slowly to request her early supper, Emma sat close
to the window, the phone book still open in front of her on the kitchen table. Her
years of accepting the blind alleys and the negative results that research
regularly involved had taught her a stubborn tenacity, a respect for the sudden
hunch.
Idly her fingers tightened around the handle of a paring knife as she thrust the
pointed tip of the blade between the pages of the directory. In childhood she had
watched her mother take the family bible from its shelf and thrust the knife just
so into its treasured messages and then part the worn volume carefully to read
the verse the knife's tip lay upon. In Emma's memory even now was the image
of her mother's face relaxing into quietness as it bent above the text, interpreting.
Thus, intently, Emma opened the phone book and looked at the name and
address where the knife's point was, recalling the shame she had felt for her
mother as she had witnessed this sign-seeking at least sixty years ago, realizing
for the first time what comfort must have lain therein. Tight and true along the
line, without equivocation as to which name might be meant, the knife had
chosen from the list of subscribers in a dozen rural towns, someone in a northvalley community fifty miles away. The print lifted toward Emma's eyes, when
she thought back to the moment later, as if it had been hand-gilt upon parchment in regal style: "Armen Jamgourian, chiropractor, 25 Muscat St.," and
then a phone number. Her hand went out to lie across the lines as if they were
hers to prize for her personal reading.
Next day, though she had never enjoyed driving and did as little of it as
possible, she accomplished the fifty miles to Muscat Street and made her first
appointment with Armen Jamgourian. Amalia waited, kittenless or kittened,
late on the doorstep every Tuesday thereafter for Emma's return long after
dark-at first scolding briskly about the unaccustomed neglect, later resigned
to the delayed and abstracted suppers.
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The six months allotted to earlier experiments in poetry and art went by. The
Tuesday absences lengthened to include a Wednesday morning appointment as
well; so that before Emma's return, Amalia and the kittens learned to expect
no more than the frugal suppers Yamoto doled out on Tuesday-though there
were commonly small gifts of fresh heart or liver later as rewards for patience,
for Emma did not forget that the new fulfillment in her life had burgeoned out of
her thinking concerning Amalia's own engrossments.
Each week as Emma lay on the crisply papered table of Armen Jamgourian
and felt his shrewd fingers moving professionally along her spine, she thought
of Amalia's love of stroking-of the small body, warm, relaxed, trusting. Only
the roles were a bit reversed, she thought. Just as Amalia purred, so Armen
talked, to the rhythm of his hands bringing comfort. The rapid voice with its
wide range of intonations rose and fell in traditional patterns. The words did not
matter: descriptions of life with his grandparents, stories his uncle told about
the family home in Isfahan, plans and hopes for his medical degree and for his
future.
Vaguely it was like the sound of young Olin's voice saying what he intended
his life to be. The meanings slid past Emma, for it was herself that so filled her
own proscenium there was scant room for any other. Except that when Olin's
voice had been in her ears, she had been engrossed with intellectual concerns.
And now-while her muscles relaxed to the gentle fingers and the calm
cadences, she swam in a sea of sensual feeling that ran from her fingers, her
elbows, her toes. Tuesdays and Wednesdays, for an hour each day, Emma was
swept by the tidal waves that moved seasonally through Amalia and Cleopatra
and the Queens of Samarkand. In accumulating ecstasy she climbed ancient
steps of crumbling stone toward the incipient grandeur of whatever her next
rebirth might be.
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HE 1976-77 Parisian theatrical season was an important one since it
included the much awaited new play of Eugene Ionesco, Ceformidable
bordel. The two acts he presented at the Th~tre Moderne were hailed
as the major theatrical event to occur since the presentation of another Ionesco
play, Macbett, which had been shown a few years earlier. 1
That Ionesco continues to write is no surprise at all, since he obviously must:
much like politicians, established playwrights hardly ever retire. And Ionesco,
after his election to immortality which membership in the French Academy
bestows, fooled every one by remaining as active as ever in interviews,
newspaper and magazine articles, plays, even in novels, Le Solitaire (1973)
and, finally, Ce formidable bordel which is a re-working of the novel for the
stage. That he continues on the absurdist paths which he first carved a quarter
of a century ago with The Bald Soprano and The Lesson is, however,
astonishing for an artist who could have joined, more easily and perhaps more
profitably also, the ranks of the more sedate and less controversial of his
confreres in the Academy.
When I learned of his candidacy for membership in the august body, like
many who were following his surprising career, I was disappointed, if not irked.
I wrote then:
[Such] Membership ... would probably mean for Ionesco the same, sad
return into organized collectivity as that desired by his aging hero, Jean
[main character of Hunger and Thirst]. If he is destined to be luckier
than his character, Ionesco will probably be the first to become stunned
at his own sight in the academician's uniform, with a sword by his side,
eternally embalmed with the other thirty-nine Immortals of the muchridiculed but still dignified assembly. Appealing as the prospect might be
to his sense of humor, living experimental literature would suffer a
terrible loss. 2
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I was wrong. The French Academy may have embalmed many of its members, but it had little or no regressive or repressive effect on lonesco. And if
Macbett had shown already that Ionesco was very much alive in living experimental literature, 1 his latest novel and play amount to insurmountable
proof that the enduring absurdist is not going to be changed and is not likely to
change.
Le Solitaire is above all a simple narration in which the author goes beyond
what is usually understood by the terms le mal du si~cle and attempts an
overpowering emotional and scientific diagnosis of le mal de vivre. lonesco
obliterates the restrictions and constrictions of the Romantic phrase, just as he
went beyond, in later plays, the mere absurd and bizarre which characterized
The Bald Soprano. The droll gives way to despair, laughter occurs only temporarily without thought, and thinking leads unavoidably to a metaphysical
disq~ietude over which there is no triumph.
The story is told in the first person by a petty clerk, thirty-five years old,
recipient of an unexpected inheritance which makes it possible for him to
retire. His retirement is not merely from his daily routine; it is rather a
misanthropist's escape from the world: clocks that remind you when to do
what, an indifferent hotel room in a colorless neighborhood, mediocre coworkers, an unpolished and disagreeable supervisor, and the recollection of
love affairs that were never too involved, never long-lasting, never beyond the
banal and the ephemeral. But there are no forests any more, and retirement
simply leads one to another residence in another neighborhood with its own
clocks and its own imperatives. He frequents a new restaurant, befriends
another waitress, acquires other pieces of furniture in his apartment, to which
he must get used, which he must place, displace and replace (shades of The
New Tenant), but nothing keeps him really occupied. Nothing but thinking, of
course.
At first he thinks that one can organize one's solitude. Not simply make the
best of it, but actually enjoy it as a luxurious ideal unavailable to most. After
all, his temperament is admirably suited to solitude. He does not regret those he
left behind, hardly thinks of them in fact, does not need much, nor many, for all
his appetites, including the sexual ones, have diminished, almost ceased to
exist. Later, however, he realizes that solitude is not any more within reach
than togetherness. His maid, the building's concierge, the waitress in the
restaurant, all assume unexpected importance and proportions. They insinuate
themselves into his life, or he, unknowingly, into theirs. Gradually, willed
solitude becomes a burden to be borne, a fire escape that leads merely to
another fire, a walled-in place no better than the one from which his inheritance
had allowed him to exit.
Methodical drinking, without gusto, affords a temporary relief. Liquor makes
the walls more penetrable and dissolves into oblivion the unanswerable
questions. A short-lived liaison with the waitress, who moves in with him,
supplements the bearable comfort which drinking supplies. But there are too
many pauses between the two, silences that are too heavy, and she is more a
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psychiatric nurse who cares for him with kindness and sympathy than a
mistress capable of snatching him away, through the passion of her love, from
the world and its question marks. And so she moves out, eventually, naturally
too, because all human relations are intermezzos which must end and whose
dissolution must be acquiesced in by everyone. And the solitary goes on in his
solitude, in his self-house-arrest type of existence, only now and then entered by
the concierge who comes to feed him and, later, by the daughter of the concierge, which would seem to indicate that years, perhaps decades flow in this
fashion, unreasonably and unopposed. Not even a civil war which seems to be
taking place outside <shades of Tueur sans gages) manages to upset the silence
or to break the essential passivity of a man who is aware, ever more painfully,
of the basic vanity at the root of all human agitations. And then, too, perhaps
there is no civil war, perhaps what he hears are only the audible parts of the
endless nightmares he suffers, bloody ones at times, undistinguishable from
reality because they are so much a part of it. For after all, what can occur in a
universe which for him takes on the appearance of a box within a box, that is
itself within another box, boxing in more boxes, endlessly? The world is a huge,
formidable brothel made up of dingy, little rooms in which the sexes (not
necessarily always different) stupidly and awkwardly, but above all in war-like
fashion, agitate their limbs, and sweat and struggle only to a momentary
solution. Life, he appears to conclude, like the beautifully wrapped but empty
packages in some shop windows, is essentially a void, which we try to improve
upon (furniture, food, a mistress now and then, mechanical bauble all too often), vainly, of course. Some evil genius, he thinks, must have constructed it
that way, which means that even after the annihilation of death there cannot be
any answer.
That is why he envisages death with horror. No different than his hero,
Ionesco himself, at a very early age, choked with the idea of death: "I have
been obsessed always by death. Since age four, ever since I knew that I was
going to die, fear has never left me any more. It is as if I had understood all of a
sudden that there was nothing one can do to escape it, and that there was
nothing left to do in life any more [but to wait to die] .... I write in order to
shout out my fear of dying, my humiliation of dying. It is not absurd to live in
order to die, it is simply so." 4 Logically, then, death, which is a negation, cannot
represent an amelioration of life, which is an affirmation. In another confession
Ionesco had declared: "I have no other images of the world except those of
evanescence and brutality, vanity and rage, nothingness or hideous, useless
hatred. Everything I have since experienced has merely confirmed what I had
seen and understood in my childhood: vain and sordid fury, cries suddenly
stifled by silence, shadows engulfed forever in the night.' ' 5
But unlike Notes et Contre-notes, and former plays of the dramatist (The
Bald Soprano, The Chairs, Amedee, Rhinoceros, to mention only a few), the
novel and the play extracted from it contain no real cry of despair, no loud voice
raised against the unconquerable universal doom. The narrator of Le Solitaire
views, instead, the shaky present and the unsure future with a sobriety of
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feelings almost akin to calmness. But it is precisely this attitude of tranquility
which erodes his existence that makes for the highly tragic tone of the story.
Ionesco the Immortal bas not changed his pessimistic view of life. But neither
does be rebel in declamatory fashion anymore. Youthful, energetic shouting
subsides into a plaintive, inconsolable voice which one notes in the novel and in
the play. But if the glossiness of revolt has been erased by the passage of time,
or by the the election to the Academy, one cannot conclude that author or hero
has become fatigued, resigned, or that they have adopted an attitude of
humility which would lead, ultimately, to capitulation. In fact, in the case of
Ionesco, neither immortality nor advanced age manages to preclude a childish,
yet strikingly refreshing vision of something different and something better,
somewhere. Quite the contrary, as in La Soif et la Faim, in the last page of the
novel and in the last scene of the play the narrator perceives an undefined
luminous scene, a garden, or a valley with a tree in bloom, and a ladder leading
to its highest branches. Vague and mysterious as this vision is, naive and
unattainable as it may be, it represents nevertheless a continued and persistent
appetite for justice and happiness and order. It is, above all, a meritorious, and
essential hunger (which is not to be confused with hope), a willingness to pursue
the impossible despite all odds, the only mark of a humanist about which there
can be no quarrel.
The goings on in Le Solitaire and in Ce formidable bordel are not surprising,
and our ability to identify ourselves with the characters, and to recognize the
events, enhances both the quality and immediacy of Ionesco's two recent titles.
Making the abnormal acceptable and natural has been always the playwright's
forte. Although a member of the Academy, be continues to believe that man is
an asocial animal, much as be had said long ago in Notes et Contre-notes: "It
has been said and it has been repeated that man is a social animal. But you need
only note what takes place in the subway: all the passengers rush for the single
seats and, in the bus, the seat which is always occupied is the one found in the
front of the vehicle where one single passenger is seated. Ants, bees, birds are
social. Man is rather asocial."• Thus solitude must be conceived as the natural
habitat of one's existence. Ionesco-the academician, the playwright, the
novelist, the newspaper writer, the grantor of interviews, and the world-wide
traveler-manages to bold on to a conviction which bas always been close to his
heart: all togetherness is phony, especially that imposed upon by this formidable brothel of the world. If Genevi~ve Fontanel, a former Boulevard actress promoted to interpreter of Ionesco, remarked, "Do not believe that these
personages are exceptions in the real world, " 7 it is because the solitary and the
people who prowl around him, both those with whom be communicates and the
others, the ghost-like figures who fight outside, are recognizable to all but the
most recalcitrant conservatives who, for the sake of comfort, espouse commonplaces and conformities.
If Le Solitaire and Ce formidable bordel sin in any way, it is in the reaffirmation and reemphasis of previously encountered ideas of the Ionesco's
Everyman, Berenger: the impossibility of knowing our origin, the inevitability
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and the inadmissibility of our end, the monstrosity of an existence beset by
disease and wars, the futility of all ideologies and all orthodoxies since they
cannot do anything about the scandal of death, the stupid vanity behind any
action, and the misery of passivity as well. "Ah, if only I had a talent for
philosophizing," Ionesco's character laments.• And later he concludes: "One
must not philosophize when one is not a great philosopher."• Unlike those who
do not have such humility, the Prousts who claim the questionable ability of
reclaiming the temps retrouve, or the Roquentins whose nausea is
miraculously erased by such obscure devices as the "Some of these days" of
Sophie Tucker, Ionesco's character points the way to a refreshing, stoic,
apolitical, asocial and areligious attitude as remote as possible from the
illusions and the trappings of an engage writer.
The detractors, those for whom a repetition of truths is both boring and
ineffectural, point to the fact that other playwrights, from Shakespeare to
Sartre, have shared Ionesco's preoccupations but have managed to transcend
them by looking into the reasons for mankind's woes, and by suggesting
solutions, no matter how feeble or temporary. Above all, such detractors (some
critics included) maintain•o that one should not allow himself the extreme
luxury of remaining always a spectator, or saying that no progress has been
achieved in the course of centuries, or suggesting that both the Left and the
Right are equally ignominious, or declaring haughtily and contemptously that
the birth, existence and death of man are so many jokes played on us by an
inimical and irreversible course of events in the universe in which we live. But
it is probable that such reproaches ensue when one fails to consider the constancy and purity of Ionesco's attitude vis avis life. His is an Antigone-like
rebellion, one which has no use for pills and palliatives, the kind that requires
all or is content with nothing less-an unflinching and uncompromising
position, one which restates boldly the dignity of man. Such a position can indeed be vexatious to all those who are in the business of illusion-making
<prelates and politicians), and all those who are bottle-fed by them. If Ionesco's
latest titles reiterate topics he has dealt with before, it is because they have not
been dealt with nearly enough throughout the literary history of man; and his
efforts of a quarter of a century, as well as those of others who share his
preoccupations (his good friend, Samuel Beckett, for example) notwithstanding, there is still a need for denouncing the shortcomings of the
human condition, and the finality of life.
All this can be done, and Ionesco has done it (the ending of Le Solitaire and of
some previous works suggests it) in works which can hardly be said to fall into
the trap of stereotyped sterility. Whereas in the 1950s and the 1960s he wrote
raging, hilarious farces replete with metaphysical arguments, in the 1!r10S, at
least so far, laughter increasingly gives way to a pathetic smile which remains
after one has read the last page of the novel or has listened to the final piece of
dialog in the play. A pathetic smile, to be sure, but not really despair as such, it
contains hidden fountains, for example, a brand new lake surrounded by white
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mountains with slopes goldened by the sun of interior paradise. 11 This is as close
to theism as the author dares get, but this is what remains in the western world
of religions in which one no longer believes.
Ionesco's mythology has been traced, in fact, in the latest full length essay to
appear on him. According to Saint-Toby, the development of his works follows
closely the great images of Genesis: creation, original sin, the circles of hell,
and the search for lost Paradise. 12 "Let's confess that I believe in God after
all,, says his character. u Although Ionesco does not, nor did he ever make such
a confession, it is clear that, whether he engages in pure farce or profound,
metaphysical writing, the playwright-novelist-playwright persists, with only
minor modifications, in the production of absorbing and highly conspicuous
works: absorbing because of the magnitude of the questions asked, and conspicuous because of the continued absence of replies. Though the Absurdist did
join the Academy, he did not become one of its windbags. In Le Solitaire and in
Ceformidable bordel one notes the same density, the same plenitude, the same
glorious epiphany to which Ionesco's followers have become accustomed.
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HE goal of truth in history is difficult to achieve. Perhaps it is only an
illusion, with striving for objectivity a more realizable aim than the
goal of truth itself. The elusive character of historical truth is in part
caused by the historian's response to his own changing environment which
causes the past to change as well. Not only does each generation rewrite
history, but so does each historian who has his own unique reaction, conscious
and subconscious, to the data of the past. History shaped by environmental and
subjective influences is inevitable.
Or is it'? The historian can strive to control subjectivity by attempting to hold
his prejudices in check, by restraint and balance in his presentation. In this
way, history has a chance of becoming more than an artifact of the
imagination, and every man, to a lesser degree, becomes his own historian.
The goal of truth in history is also served, if not realized, through historical
method. Method has to do with the internal development of historiography as a
discipline. It, too, is influenced by milieu and the subjective reaction to environment. However, its long tradition makes it an anchor for the discipline.
That is why method is so critical. There are fads and fashions in historical
writing, and the past decade has been witness to many of them. There has been
a proliferation of books and articles about blacks and colored minorities, white
ethnic groups, women, family, the inarticulate, the underprivileged, the cold
war, poverty, mobility, voting behavior-which reflect dominant concerns of
the 1960s and 1970s. The devotees of these themes frequently claim that they
represent true history or truth in history which, allegedly, has hitherto been
concealed by an unwitting or downright deceptive historiography. However,
fads and fashions in historical writing come and go and, while they engender
controversy, the dispute over method, rather than fad, is the more meaningful.
While the two outstanding new methods of the past decade, quantification and
psychohistory, have served and even dovetailed with the new themes, the
methods are greater significance for historiography than the themes.
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Quantitative data has been used by earlier historians. Henry Adams' History
of the United States during the Jefferson and Madison Administrations,
published between 1889 and 1891, employed numerical data <numbers more
than statistics) as a means of measuring "force" in American history.
Frederick Jackson Turner, noted mainly for his frontier hypothesis of
American development, in 1897 pointed to the need for "detailed study of the
correlations between party votes, by precincts, wards, etc., soils, nationalities
and state-origins of the voter, assessment rolls, denominational groups,
illiteracy, etc." -the equivalent of an early call for the multivariate analysis of
political behavior. Turner's student, Orrin G. Libby, analyzed congressional
roll calls with reference to geographic factors in his 1894 publication entitled
Geographical Distribution of the Vote of the Thirteen States on the Federal
Constitution. Charles A. Beard, in 1913 in his An Economic Interpretation of the
Constitution, correlated votes for and against the Constitution with the amount

and kind of property that the voters owned.
These and other early efforts in the use of quantitative analysis were not
unrelated to the attempt, early in the twentieth century, by James Harvey
Robinson, Charles Beard, Carl Becker and Turner among others-to bring
history into a closer relationship with the social sciences. However, to recognize
the desirability of integrating history and social science was one thing; to
describe how it was to be done was another. James Harvey Robinson's rather
unrevealing volume, The New History, published in 1912, endorsed the blend of
whole bodies of knowledge, history, and the social sciences, but he did not
define the mechanics for achieving the blend. The processes involved emerged
gradually during the next half century when there gradually developed implicit, if not explicit, recognition of the centrality of the social science concept
as the key to integration. In 1964, in American History and the Social Sciences, I
was able to identify and illustrate the use of about a dozen key social science
concepts by historians. Among them were group structure, career-line
analysis, group conflict, status deprivation, reference group leadership, power,
voting behavior, image, type, and so on.
These concepts were the main catalysts of history and social science integration until the mid-19608. They are obviously non-quantitative and, as such,
represent no great departure from traditional historiography. They are easily
integrated into history that is predominantly literary in orientation, and they
support structure, organization, synthesis, and style. Historians have always
integrated data around theme. As a consequence of the use of concepts, themes
were made explicit, their implications theoretically developed, and the skill of
the historian was tested by his ability to select from the expanse of social
science theory segments applicable to the interpretation of the data at hand.
The literary application of non-quantitative social science concepts is in part
responsible for the wide readership that the books of the late Richard Hofstadter attracted.
The literary uses of non-quantitative social science concepts extended to the
fields of psychohistory and psychobiography. Classic psychoanalytic theory,
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like classic social science to which it is intimately related, has close ties to
literature and the humantities and, of course, to history as a humanistic study.
That is why psychohistory and psychobiography have had, in general, more
readers than quantitative history.
Statistics, on the other hand, are not literature. Indeed, they tend to get in the
way of the niceties of literary expression. I remember the great narrative
historian, Allan Nevins, saying that he could not appreciate the new economic
history because it was all mathematics and statistics and devoid of literary
content. Most traditionally trained historians would agree with Nevins. At the
same time, quantitative data has its own appeal. There is something
reassuring, and the reassurance is not altogether justified, about the uses of
statistics in historical writing. They convey the impression of certainty about
the past to a greater degree than does non-quantitative data. But numerical
aggregates can be as inaccurate as data of any other sort and their interpretation open to question.
Nevertheless, in the past dozen years, quantitative concepts have outdistanced non-quantitative concepts in historiographic usage. There have been
several reasons for this. Social science, in contrast to earlier models, is
becoming increasingly quantified, and historians, interested in past
manifestations of the same sort of problems that social scientists deal with on a
contemporary basis, tend to use the same methods. Like the social scientists,
historians are increasingly interested in mass behavior. The numerical expression of historical data permits the historian to deal more effectively with
mass phenomena expressed as statistical aggregates.
The growth of quantification in social science and history alike was made
possible by the space and guided missile programs developed in the 19508 and
1960s, the by-products of which were statistical theory and computer hardware.
These were applied to research in the natural and social sciences and,
somewhat later, to history.
Not immediately. As late as 1957, Professor Lee Benson of the history
department of the University of Pennsylvania employed neither computers nor
advanced statistical theory while working with voting statistics in time series in
his significant volume, The Concept of Jacksonian Democracy. However, two
years later (1959), Merle Curti headed an interdisciplinary team which made
use of advanced statistical techniques and computers in writing The Making of
an American Community: A Case Study of Democracy in a Frontier Country.

So did Bernard and Lotte Bailyn in their Massachusetts Shipping, 1691-1114,
also published in 1959. In 1964, there appeared Stephan Thernstrom's Poverty
and Progress, Social Mobility in a Nineteenth Century City. What amounted to
official recognition of the new methods occurred with the organization of the
Inter-University Consortium in 1964, the main purpose of which was the
establishment of a computer bank of election statistics. The American
Historical Association through its Committee on Quantitative Data was a
sponsor of this organization. Nevertheless, so astute a commentator on
American historiography as John Higham made no reference to the new
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techniques in his contribution to a book entitled History, published in 1965, to
which Felix Gilbert and Leonard Krieger also contributed.
Today, cliometricians, the name given to those who apply quantitative
methods to history, constitute only a relatively small percentage of the
historical guild. In 1972, the publication Computers and the Humanities
estimated that only about 200 historians, two-thirds of whom were working in
American history, were engaged in computer-assisted research. Their number,
by 1979, has probably increased, but not by much. The esoteric nature of
statistical theory and computer technology require skills and predispositions
not usually possessed by individuals selecting careers in history. Also, the crisis
in the historical profession-lack of job oppt>rtunities-is bound to have affected
adversely this most recent methodological development which, a few years
ago, seemed to be in its takeoff stage.
Nevertheless, enough has been done and is being done by the cliometricians
to suggest the development of a newer "new" history grounded in quantitative
techniques. As statistical methods and computer technology have become more
sophisticated, this newer new history seems to have drifted further from what
traditional historians consider proper history with its humanistic ties.
A serious problem of communication has developed between quantifiers and
non-quantifiers. In 1964, Robert Fogel, then of the University of Chicago, one of
the more sanguine proponents of quantitative history, predicted that "within a
short time ... a knowledge of data processing will be part of the 'common
baggage' of research tools and techniques required of every graduate student in
the humanities .... The time will come when students will be as fluent in
programming as in writing English composition.''
Fogel was much too optimistic. Undergraduate students have enough difficulty with English composition, let alone computer programming. Occasionally an undergraduate history program will make use of computers and
introduce computer training as an aspect of historical method. The practice is
more common, but far from prevalent, on the graduate level. At the December
1976 meeting of the American Historical Association, there was a session on
"Using the Computer to Teach History." Apparently there are interesting
developments in this area at the University of Michigan, in Flint, the University
of Pennsylvania, and, undoubtedly, in a few other places. But computertraining in history is anything but widespread. The speakers hoped that computerized history would stimulate course enrollment at a time when history
registration was declining. There is little indication that this has happened.
Instead of representing the wave of the future, cliometricians are and are
likely to remain more like a club in the historical profession, with only club
members capable of appreciating what other club members are doing.
Although this is true of other areas of historical specialization, quantification
represents a still more distant shore. Yale Professor J. H. Hexter speaks for
many traditionally-trained historians when he complains that mathematical
formulations are "wholly beyond the grasp of primitives like me from a more
innocent era: that quantification amounts to a qualitative change in
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historiography." This "qualitative change" is most disturbing to the traditional
historians who take a dim view of cliometrics.
The dilemma of the traditional historian called upon to review the works of
the quantifiers is apparent with C. Vann Woodward, an outstanding historian at
Yale (but not a quantifier) who accepted an assignment from the New York
Review of Books to appraise one of the best-known of the quantitative works,
Time on the Cross: The Economics of American Negro Slavery. The authors,
Robert W. Fogel and Stanley L. Engerman, attempted to solve the problem of
communication by quantifiers with traditionally-trained historians and the
general public by publishing in two volumes. The first volume is, for the most
part, traditional history, setting forth conclusions in a readable narrative based
upon statistical evidence presented in the overwhelmingly technical second
volume. Woodward hardly addressed himself to volume II and its arcane
methods which, he admitted, he was incapable of evaluating.
The effect of the review was to publicize, on the whole uncritically, Fogel and
Engerman's views about the slave system. The review by a scholar of Woodward's reputation provided background for a rave notice that appeared in Time
magazine and for Fogels's appearance on the NBC "Today" program. A mass
audience was permitted to consume, along with its breakfast cereal, an
historical viewpoint that would soon come under attack.
The sensationalism which surrounded the reception of Time on the CT'oss
<Professor Charles Crowe has characterized the reception of the book as the
equivalent of a "Pop Event") was the result of its depiction of slavery as a
viable economic system with certain built-in incentives-rewards for skilled
and diligent labor-that enabled the ambitious and skilled slave to improve his
lot. Slavery was depicted as a thriving economic system and the slavemaster as
a dynamic entrepreneur who used a variety of incentives to create an efficient
black labor force. Indeed, Fogel and Engerman claim that the black slave
agricultural worker was more efficient than his free white northern counterpart. Encouraged by the slaveowner who wanted a productive labor force,
the slave family was stable, well fed, and well housed according to the standards of that time. Very few slaves were sold, and whippings and other forms of
physical punishment were infrequent. Slaves were not sexually promiscuous,
and miscegenation was uncommon. About a quarter of the slaves were
managers or skilled workers. It was the stated aim of Fogel and Engerman "to
strike down the view that black Americans were without culture, without
achievement, and without development for their first two hundred and fifty
years on American soil." Much of the "achievement" and "development" was
in the form of managerial and work skills.
Fogel and Engerman did not defend slavery. They did, however, describe a
relatively benign institution with certain positive features, the nature of which,
they stated bluntly, previous scholars had overlooked because of unfamiliarity
with quantitative data and techniques. A new method allegedly changed understanding of a complex institution.
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Traditional historians, frustrated by a method they did not understand, were
at a loss to say yea or nay. It soon became apparent that only cliometricians
were capable of evaluating the work of other cliometricians. Members of the
equivalent of a quantifiers' club must assume the task of monitoring what other
club members are doing. Thus far, the club has done well. Considering that it
took the historical profession, earlier this century, several decades to come to
grips with fallacies in the methods of Turner and Beard, the quantifiers deserve
credit for the sharp and mainly devastating critiques directed at Fogel and
Engerman within a year or two after publication of Time on the Cross.
This criticism includes Herbert Gutman's volume-length attack entitled
Slavery and the Numbers Game: A Critique of Time on the Cross (1975); a
collection of essays edited by Paul A. David entitled Reckoning with Slavery:
Critical Essay in the Quantitative History of American Negro Slavery (1976);
and other essays and critical reviews which have examined every aspect of the
method and conclusions of Time on the Cross and reduced that study to a
shambles. Neither the "Today" program nor Time has awarded equal time and
space to this criticism.
While the quantifiers deserve good marks for their internal monitoring, the
rest of us are outsiders to the new techniques, and the feeling of exclusion can
be traumatic. The traditional historian has only to read, or try to read, Morgan
Kousser's article, "The 'New Political History' : A Methodological Critique" in
the March 1976 issue of Reviews in American History to grasp the extent of his
removal from quantitative techniques.
Fogel and Engerman have described cliometrics as ''not merely a new view
of an old house [of history and historical writing]," and not "just the adding of a
new wing or the relocation of some of the walls. Even the bricks are different."
Some of the old builders have doubts about the new bricks. Quantification is
said to be opposed to the methods of traditional historiography, amounting to a
rupture with the methods of the past. Indeed, Professor Hexter is not only
skeptical of what the quantifiers are doing but also questions the value of even a
non-quantitative social-science approach. According to Hexter, social scientists
habitually "cast their discourse in a value-free, natural-science rhetoric"
which "renders the understanding of motive unclear." To describe what people
are like, concludes Hexter, "in their aspirations, behavior, interactions and
decisions requires a value-laden vocabulary and value-tinged words"-in sum,
the technique of the literary artist.
Harvard's Oscar Handlin aligns himself with Hexter in defending traditional
methods whereby historians have sought truth. In an address delivered in
December 1970 before the American Historical Association, which he later
shaped into an article entitled "History: A Discipline in Crisis," published in
the Summer 1971 issue of The American Scholar, Handlin asserts that quantifiers tell us little that is new, little that cannot be discovered and presented in
a readable fashion by traditional historiography. The historian as quantifier,
continues Handlin, is at the me.::cy of computers and computer programmers
who could carry him along paths he does not want to tread. There is the further
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danger, adds Handlin, that statistical aggregates will be mistaken for real
people even as "the mounting piles of printout raises a barrier between the
author and his subject." The effect is to destroy history's "seamless web."
At this point, Handlin may be borrowing from the experience of Bernard and
Lotte Bailyn, who concluded their computerized study of Massachusetts
shipping with mixed feelings about the method employed. The Bailyns found
that "machine tabulation opened important areas for historical investigation,
but we found also that it was full of unexpected problems whose solutions were
exceedingly time-consuming." Nevertheless, the Bailyns are certain that their
analysis of the Massachusetts Register of Shipping, an essential source for their
analysis of Massachusetts shipping, would have been impossible without
machine tabulation.
Jacques Barzun's Clio and the Doctors, published in 1974, expresses even
stronger reservations about quantification. Barzun also opposes psychohistory
and psychobiography, and his volume amounts to a tour de force against the
"doctors" of quantification and the "doctors" of psychohistory. Clio, according
to Barzun, is not ailing, and against these doctors she needs a bodyguard rather
than their ministrations. Barzun sees quantification and psychohistory as an
invasion of history's "wholeness," even as Handlin viewed the computer as
shattering history's "seamless web."
Barzun also shares Handlin's feeling for historiography as a warm, intimate,
and personal process that is violated by the intervention of computers and
programmers betweeen historian and data. Barzun is further opposed to the
kind of reductionism that makes data suitable to machine processing. Too
much of historical content is lost. "The garrulous machine," warns Barzun,
cannot transmute leaden data into golden truths. Computers, he adds, cannot
explain motives; the best they can do is frame correlations between variables
which permit inferences as to motive and cause. Computers cannot make value
or moral judgments. Numbers do not tell the full story; historical statistics can
be wrong; statistics miss the variety of human experience and, in addition, they
are boring to work with.
As an elitist (the characterization is not used pejoratively), Barzun identifies
quantitative methods and statistical aggregates with totalitarianism and mass
behavior. "The mass age needs mass premises and conclusions," he writes. "A
disguised totalitarianism may be at work in the student who thinks that only
'the people' deserves notice." Barzun dislikes not only the new methods of the
past decade but many of its themes.
Barzun, as I have said, aspires to save history not only from the
cliometricians but also from the psychohistorians and psychobiographers. But
his opposition to the new methods, which approaches a gut-felt dislike, invites
psychobiographical explanation. He and Handlin give the impression of being
angry men and frustrated lovers whose mistress, Clio, has either strayed or is
being pushed in directions incomprehensible to those who have served her for a
long time. Barzun wants Clio to remain "virgo intacta." Handlin would
preserve Clio as he found her when he began his professional career in the mid
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1930S. Clio, of course, was never "intact"; all historians who tamper with her
leave their mark. Having begun my own professional career in the mid-19305, I
fail to share Handlin's nostalgia. There is little excuse for arguments such as
these which, in effect, trivialize the problems posed by quantification and
smother them in emotion.
To be sure, the traditionalists have been provoked. Quantifiers have advanced extreme claims. Lee Benson, for example, regards quantification as a
way of realizing the hope of the nineteenth-century English historian, H. T.
Buckle, for a science of history. Fogel's insistence that Time on the Cross was
written "to force the issue of the role of quantitative methods of history" has
rested the case for quantification upon a slender reed. According to Stanley
Elkins, "few books on slavery or any other historical subject have made more
sweeping claims [than Time on the Cross]. Few have shot so high and fallen so
far so fast." <During the "high" period, Fogel was appointed to Harvard.)
The hubris of certain cliometricians occasionally does not permit them to
take into consideration the caveat directed by Professor Harold Woodman
against numerical data: "Even in modem industrial economies, where tax and
other laws require detailed accounting and, in many cases public disclosure,
the development of accurate figures is a difficult process. And the further back
in time one goes, the more difficult the procedure becomes. Often data are
missing (because they are lost or remain hidden away in countless archives and
manuscripts or because they were never collected) and, because of the lack of
uniform and rigorous procedures, much of the available data are more subject
to error than modern figures."
Undismayed, Fogel sees a missing or a flawed statistic as a test of the
cliometrician's skill in relating what he wants to measure to what he can
measure. This is also true of non-quantitative research when direct evidence is
lacking and a conclusion must be inferred from the available data. In both
instances, there is considerable possibility of error.
Quantifiers and traditionalists are not always at swords' points. There is a
good deal of common ground and sometimes it is recognized. Handlin has very
sensibly said of quantification that "the demand for absolute sovereignty
weakens the more modest legitimate case." And Fogel admits that "the threat
to the historiographic landscape thus arises not so much from an overloading of
quantitative methods as from a lack of balance between the old skills and the
new ones. Deficiencies in either create a hazard." However, these statements
do not represent the total position of either Handlin or Fogel who, as they
develop their attitudes, tend to become further separated.
The discussion surrounding cliometrics has revived a problem which is by no
means new to historiography and which surfaced as a consequence of the
publication of Time on the Cross. This involves the ability of the historian to
frame moral judgments based upon the data of the past. Barzun is correct in
stating that computers cannot establish motives or make value or moral
judgments. Cliometrics is a value-neutral technique. At the same time,
historians, implicitly or explicitly, have traditionally expressed value
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judgments even as they have ventured evaluations of motive and cause. These
judgments are linked to evidence and the historian's interpretation of it. Value
judgments may change as more evidence is discovered and interpretive
methods improve. Cliometrics is a method which takes new sources of data that
must contriubute to the shaping of values.
Cliometrics, regardless of the opposition of distinguished traditionalists like
Barzun, Handlin, and Hexter, cannot be swept under the carpet. Quantification
has become a normal method of inquiry because one cannot do certain aspects
of history, or cannot do them as well, without cliometrics. Statistics, Professor
William Aydelotte reminds us, is an appropriate tool in a world of probabilities:
"Once we stop asking whether a given statement is true and inquire instead
how far it is true the argument reaches a new level not only of reliability but
also of significance." Not only is the process of generalization aided, but the use
of numerical aggregates allows generalization about a greater number of
people and events than non-quantitative techniques would permit.
Perhaps Professor Joel Sibley, a cliometrician of distinction, is too demanding of quantification in expressing disappointment that it has not yielded much
in the way of historical synthesis. Professor Sibley does not say what he means
by synthesis, but his expectation is in a way understandable insofar as statistics
in series, with the mystique of exactitude that surrounds them, seem suited to
serve as the spine of historical syntheses. At the same time, attempts at syntheses involve other problems in historiography centered around the tension
between the synthetic theme and its natural enemy, the uncontrolled variable.
Synthesis is the product of no single technique but involves a blend of methods
more conducive to the narrative historian trained to taking the historical
overview than to the quantifier whose perspective is narrower. When the great
syntheses of American history are written, if they ever will be, even their
themes defined, quantification will be part of them, less as "grand theory" than
as an aspect of method. Even then, quantitative findings will be probably
filtered through to the narrator by the club of quantifiers who will continue to
monitor and make explicit a trend in historiography that is likely to remain
beyond the skill of most members of the historical guild.
''The mansion of history has enough rooms to accommodate all of us,'' wrote
C. V. Wedgwood. There is room for cliometrics, which, obviously, cannot take
over the entire mansion. To ignore the problem posed by quantitative data and
its analysis is to be unmindful of the historian's primary aim, which is to reveal
the truth about the past.
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Diane Wakoski
and
the Language
of Self

Catherine Gannon and Clayton Lein

C

ENTURIES of male writers have insured the development of a sizable
group of terms and symbols designed to express masculine identity,
complexity, sexuality. The same male perspective has, in turn,
generated a parallel set of conventional terms and images to represent women.
But even in the hands of the most sensitive male authors, such representations
are inauthentic because the labels remain external and for both men and
women are incomplete and sometimes inaccurate. While they attempt to be
objective, they often are the result of distorting male attitudes. A central
problem facing any woman writer who wishes to explore the quality of her
unique mode of being, therefore, is to find the appropriate means to capture and
convey the opposite factors: women from within and men as evaluated through
an external feminine perspective.
The contemporary poet Diane Wakoski is especially interesting when she
grapples with this problem. In fact, she challenges men openly on the issue in
her poetry: "Investigate my metaphors ... they let you know what it's like to
bleed/ from the cunt,/ an opening/ to the world/ you do not have." 1 She goes
even further in a poem, "Film: Called 5 Blind Men," where in a series addressed to men in her life she states, "The poet is not/ the blind man/ rather/ he
writes/ for the man/ who cannot see" (p. 72). 2
One of Wakoski's collections in particular, The Motorcycle Betrayal Poems,
shows her exploring the languages and images of feminine selfhood extensively, subjecting the images that society provided for her as a woman to
exacting scrutiny and considering alternative, more personal images, images,
however, which she tests in turn with equal honesty. Through this exploration
she engages in a major poetic quest of our time: the search for significant
mythologies in a world of fewer and fewer traditions to value.
For many contemporary women, the struggle for identity necessarily involves a search for symbols and roles responsive to unfolding experience,
symbols genuinely capable of capturing the unique and expanded realities,
needs, and dreams of women, including their own bitter experience of betrayal.
Betrayal is the imaginative fulcrum in Wakoski's Motorcycle Betrayal Poems,
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for it is betrayal which destroys the validity of the images and roles that society
had applied to Wakoski as a woman, images she had initally accepted. Wakoski
makes the emotional genesis of The Motorcycle Betrayal Poems in this respect
quite clear: the speaker was once secure and traditional-a wife with children,
a woman expressing and comprehending her femininity in conventional and
satisfying ways.' Perhaps she, too, was at one time one of those "neat
women/who always sleep between clean sheets/ and have the comfort of
children at [their] dinner tables" (p. 113). But she loses her husband (for
reasons kept obscure) and loses her children as well, all "almost/ before [she]
became a woman" (p. 14). The last statement, perhaps echoing Simone de
Beauvoir, 4 signals part of the emotional and imaginative originality of the
collection. Its poems do not present an adolescent searching for identity. The
speaker is an adult, sexually experienced woman, a woman whose condition
invalidates the conventional virginal or marital symbols for feminine identity.
Painfully dislocated, she engages in a quest for new orientations which can
embrace the abortive experience of the past and yet prepare for the uncertainties of the future. The collection thus embodies a distinctly feminine
version of the movement from protected (and ignorant) Innocence to anguished
Experience. It is within this larger context that the major exploration for an
adequate symbolism for the self takes place.
Forced by betrayal to reexamine her womanhood, Wakoski sets out in The
Motorcycle Betrayal Poems to discover new possible roles and a securer selfunderstanding, for, as she confesses, "I am a woman,/ one with an urge to
know, to move, to/ understand" <p. 113). In her search she turns to poetry, for,
she tells a friend, "Poems come from incomplete knowledge" (p. 103). The
poems themselves and the array of poses she assumes in them are the paths of
her journey toward greater self-knowledge, a journey also charted by her
constant efforts to define "I am." Dozens of such phrases appear throughout
the collection, all provisional labels for her modulating identities: "I am desert
water," "I am the moon/Diane," "I am an old piece of glass in the mud," "I am
the rock," "I am nothing but a little ten-foot sloop," "I am only the alien
daughter of a sailor." At one point she concedes in despair, "I don't even know
what I am any more," underscoring the major imaginative struggle of the
collection.
Wakoski's self-images throughout the collection reveal a number of
significant patterns defining her emotional and imaginative condition. By using
such images extensively, and especially by juxtaposing images of
paradoxically divergent moods and stages of self-assessment, she conveys with
great power the energy, imagination and fierce honesty demanded by her integrating search for self.
One large set of self-images in the collection embodies a devastating sense of
emptiness, ruin, and exhaustion, all the aftermath of betrayal, and often
coupled with the bitter sense of having been used up. She is "an old piece of
glass in the mud" (p. 152) and has an "empty cupboard life" (p. 55); as a child
she knew only "lonely afternoons, days, evening, nights,/ mornings even," all
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"empty/ as a rusty coffee can" (p. 33); she is an "empty damp cave" that has
had its being eroded drop by drop, though she admits here, "I have made my
caves/ deeper than they were" (p. 117). At one point she even compares her
face to a long series of such empty identities: "This ridiculous face/ of lemon
rinds/ and vinegar cruets/ of unpaved roads/ and dusty file cabinets"(p.12).
The continual projection of such an overwhelming sense of eroded existence,
the result of endless betrayals, does much to create the central tragic tone for
the collection. But Wakoski intensifies this experience by scattering images of
even more painful victimization, largely through images of constriction and
imprisonment. Together these streams provide contexts for the "hurt and
hopelessness" that threaten to engulf her <p. 120). Her sense of entrapment is
acute: "My heart! was caught/ in a trap/ 15 years ago," she confides in a love
poem; "I have not/ like a wise animal/ been able to gnaw it off/ and run away"
(p. 79). "You caged me in water/ imprisoned me in tide pools/ remembering I
am the spiny starfish," she rages in another <p. 23). Elsewhere she compares
her entrapmentto "one butterflyI in a jar" (p. 47).
What is striking about so many of the images of imprisonment is Wakoski's
simultaneous projection of herself as a non-human, smaller-than-life-sized
victim, a vision reflecting her collapsed sense of self in the past and an extension of the sense of total exhaustion mentioned earlier. This diminished
sense of self permeates another set of self-images as well, these mainly
referring to the present. Freed from traps, she explores an open world, but she
remains frail and vulnerable, every moment a possible victim: "On my door is
the sign GLASS" (p. 146). As a woman free to move among men, she figures
herself as a fish among sharks, "more alone/ than if I were by myself" (p. 41),
and elsewhere she intensifies her identity with the lonely fish by seeing herself
as a small catch: "a fish that swam through the net/ because I was too small/
but remained alone/ in deep water because the others were caught/ taken
away" (p. 13). Even more poignantly, she wonders in a letter to a friend if her
life "was destined to be a maverick one, stray and lost,/ that like those calves
who wander awayI I would probably die, fallen over a gorge or somewhere out/
in the prairies with nothing to nourish me/ and my hide not tough enough,/ and
no brand to even identify me" (p. 127), lines embodying her terror at the
possibility of endless wandering in a condition of non-identity, and thus underscoring the imaginative significance of her struggles throughout the
collection to find an adequate definition of her true self.
The lines on self-pity, however, signal one of the most important dimensions
of Wakoski's search for adequate self-imagery within The Motorcycle Betrayal
Poems. The images of collapse, vulnerability, pain, loneliness and emptiness
depict her betrayed state powerfully. Recognizing that such self-protections, if
excessively indulged, can lead all too easily to paralyzing self-pity, Wakoski
uses such images to express the emotional nadir, as the assessment of a
destroyed personality which she now struggles to transcend. In The Motorcycle
Betrayal Poems she strives to move beyond betrayal and collapse to a new level
of identity and creative self-action.
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Much of the dazzling display of self-imagery in The Motorcycle Betrayal
is designed to find such a new creative center. Hardened to experience,
she claims a new toughness: "I am the rock./ The hard rock./ You can't break
me" (p. 66). Because of this new hardened condition, she pictures herself often
in the collection as a mountain (pp. 67-68, 113, 138). Rebelling against her
earlier confinement, she revels in her new freedom and mobility, creating a
large number of dynamic, kinetic self-images expressing and celebrating her
release and independence. She is "the maverick stranger with flying hair"
(p. 113) and a gypsy, a "colorful imaginative beggar" <p. 159), a bee (pp. 100,
106, 124), a waterfall (pp. 20, 99), a fish, a bird, even tumbleweed. Wakoski's
most striking effort in this direction (and the most celebrated) involves the bold
adoption of a variety of blatantly male symbols and poses, especially poses of
arrogant male independence. This entails playing with such various and extreme self-images as a "lady bank dick" <a role she delights in for its sexual
insouciance and its tone of spiritual adventure), a motorcyclist, and "the
Bengal tiger," a fierce, man-eating beast. 5 Such images embody her great
desire to match the men who have so constantly betrayed her. The last poses in
particular share many important conditions-proud isolation, freedom of action and spatial liberation, and dynamic (though rootless) self-sufficiency-all
familiar features of conventional masculine archetypes.
All such bold masculine poses, however, prove ultimately to be inauthentic:
they fail to define the essence of her womanhood, a realization made explicit in
the final poem of the collection. She admits there that the image of the
motorcyclist "riding along the highway/ independent/ alone" is her "one
favorite image" (p. 159). Yet when applied to herself it is a species of delusion
and self-betrayal, for it does not reflect her true identity at all. For one thing,
she is (and was) constantly betrayed by men possessing just that shape: the
"Black Bloodroot,/ ride by/ on their motorcycles/ betraying me" (p. 21). The
treachery of these men stems, in fact, from the very self-sufficiency she so
admires. Within herself, furthermore, she knows that she does not truly desire
such total independence and self-absorption. She comes to realize that the
image reveals only the desire to become what has hurt her, a perverse
psychological sublimation. So she ends the collection by bitterly conceding to
her lover: "the irony/ of my images./ That you are the motorcycle rider./ Not
I./ I am perhaps,/ at best,/ the pink dress" (p. 160), another image capturing
the oppressive emptiness she feels in her losses and failures.
It is not merely the male poses which fail her, though. Most of her other
assertive self-images also become inadequate in some fashion. Though shrilly
asserting her new hardness in poem after poem, for example, she
simultaneously projects herself often as a "soft" being.' In one notable poem,
"No More Soft Talk," she claims "I am the rock" and muses, "I am trying to
think how a woman/ can be a rock,/ when all she wants is to be soft,/ to melt to
the lines/ her man draws for her" <p. 66). 7 Nor is the full kinetic independence
celebrated in some of the images fully satisfactory. She colors her image as a
roaming tiger by admitting that ''each night,/ every night/ I am as lonely/ as
Poems
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one tiger in a desert" <p. 47). Despite her fascination with male aggressiveness
and self-sufficiency, she adopts them in despair, for they do not embody her
own needs. Her tale of the lady dick is really a "lament," for ultimately she
would not kill her prey: "My final act would be to throw I all my guns/ in your
lap/ ... Being a woman./ And underneath,/ still, so very soft" <pp. 96-97).
Ultimately, rather than reveling in independence, she craves submission and
cannot understand why that feminine capacity which she discovers and begins
to understand in herself has been ignored.
In the end, most of the bold, self-sufficient images, especially the brash male
ones, are shown to be masquerades. They fail to mirror her real self. Yet the
conjunction of such strong male images with those earlier ones of betrayal,
collapse, and exhaustion superbly illuminate her imaginative plight. On the one
hand as a poet (not poetess>, and as a Bohemian, a released spirit, she invades
traditional male domains; she is "a woman/ who has chosen a glamorous role/
one that puts her on a slippery footing with adventurous men" (p. 96). But that
surface role cannot alter her sense of separate sexual identity. She intuits,
through her experimentation with male roles, a dangerous disjunction that
results from separating self-images, which need to be rooted in reality, from an
awareness of one's sexual identity. But because she feels so keenly the duality
of her existence-male freedom and female identity-she never ceases for long
to experiment with the idea that the images she will find most expressive of
herself will contain male as well as female elements.
The struggles and paradoxes embodied in these first sets of images reveal the
collection's imaginative center. Caught between inadequate or betrayed
definitions of womanhood and alternative possibilities that prove inappropriate, Wakoski discovers and tests one symbol which corresponds rather
fully to her new being-the moon. The symbol shocks us at first. Why would
Wakoski, the touted iconoclast, define herself in terms of one of the most
traditional images men have devised to express their sense of the feminine?
One is tempted initially to find in it a form of self-betrayal. But Wakoski's
imaginative rationale becomes clearer when we understand her quintessential
reason for granting the symbol prominence, even greater prominence than the
title symbol itself. The moon proves to be uniquely her own symbol. Since the
quest for true self-definition underlies all the collection's images and symbols,
Wakoski begins at the most primitive point possible-with her own name-and
then examines the relationship between inner identity and symbolic burden,
essence and name. She so personalizes the symbol, in fact, that she admits to an
uneasiness about lunar exploration: "In the Summer of 1969, ... I also felt a
strange kind of dubiousness about [the astronauts] landing on the moon, an
image which, as a poet and as a person named after the moon, I had begun to
think of as my own property" (p.98). As a result, a strong correspondence exists
between the speaker's betrayal, which necessitates redefinition of her being,
and the exploration of the moon, which forces an analogous redefinition, both to
fit changing realities.
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The primary structural significance of the symbol of the moon, however, lies
in the fact that it incorporates greater dimensions of Wakoski's being than any
other symbols in The Motorcycle Betrayal Poems. It collects the nuances of all
the other major symbols and most comprehensively objectifies the agonies of
her emotional and imaginative struggles. One of these struggles relates to
Wakoski's desire to marry reality and romance: "I am a rational woman," she
declares in one poem (p. 44); "I am a romantic," she admits in another (p. 24).
The moon in its dual scientific and mythic dimensions accommodates both
faculties. Often the two are juxtaposed, as in "The Ten-Dollar Cab Ride,"
where Wakoski simultaneously figures herself as Diana, the mythic goddess,
and as the physical moon. Perhaps this juxtaposition is necessary because
Wakoski senses that, as the moon, her "literary content/ is a vanishing
species,/ like sea otters" (p. 64), an observation indicating her awareness of
the difficulty in rejuvenating the symbol for serious meaning.
In spite of the difficulty, Wakoski does make the symbol her own. In its
capacity for beauty and splendor, as an object of the imagination, the moon
possesses just that beauty which she finds within herself and had suggested
modestly in images of small, beautiful animals such as the starfish, calf, doe,
and butterfly. The grace and beauty of the moon expressed in the most transfigured sense by the goddess Diana hence ultimately project her own spiritual
capacities, for in recovering her own sense of value from the psychological
abyss of exhaustion and emptiness, she gradually begins to assert the beauty
she does have to offer. She is "a very long and imaginative book" (p. 37). She is
"Ripe, exotic, with a grace/ few women have" <p. 25), can talk of "the tapestry
of my actions" <p. 11), or "my hands/ moving like a cat" <p. 29), and "my own
silver body" (p. 45).
If the beauty of the moon expresses part of the spiritual being, that property
is the least original feature of her exploration of the symbol. Wakoski revives
more of the power of the moon as a symbol by embracing the bleaker physical
characteristics of the moon as well, and analyzing their harsh parallels to her
own condition. The moon is a dry, lifeless body. As such it objectifies one of
Wakoski's most bitter states-that sense of being used up, discarded, that fear
of lacking essential vitality which we saw earlier: "The moon/ is only a dead
crust" (p. 49); "I am the moon. Diane ... A dry dusty shell/ of something that
once lived" (p. 64). Underscoring this sense of lifelessness and expanding its
connotations is the image of the moon as a desert: "Forgive me if I dive into the
desert every night/ and call out for water./ Forgive me if I dive into the moon,
myself," she pleads in one poem <p. 64). The moon and the desert, in fact, are
continually juxtaposed in The Motorcycle Betrayal Poems. Two poems, "The
Moon Has a Complicated Geography" and "I Lay Awake Next to You All
Night," even center upon this association. The value of the analogy lies in its
revelation of significant complications in Wakoski's self-exploration, particularly in light of the earlier set of images.
One such complication, informed by the desert-moon analogy, arises from
Wakoski's early history. In dissecting the sources of the betrayals which have
90

overwhelmed her, she extends her inquiry back into her childhood. By doing so,
she begins to see some properties of herself which need to be accommodated
and comprehended if she is to have a more creative future. One of the hardest
forms of this knowledge is an acceptance of limited physical attractiveness.
Thematically, she uses her face and its unattractiveness throughout the
collection to reveal this aspect. The images of the desert and the moon as
desert, however, show further levels of the theme. Together they symbolize a
timeless inability to sustain abundant life, a harsh physical environment. The
images provide us, therefore, with important alternative interpretations of her
life. Some of the earlier images, such as those of roads, fruits, and cabinets,
suggested dislocation, made us focus on the loss involved in the transition from
use to disuse, life to lifelessness. But the image of the desert suggests a much
different condition: it defines her mode of being as a permanent natural state of
sterility and dryness, or perhaps better as one of essentially limited fertility,
one inherently lacking prolific physical abundance, though still natural and
possessing values of its own.
Through the self-image of the desert we see her changing perception of her
life. No longer does she figure her existence as wholly eroded (as in the cave
imagery) ar as diminished, however beautiful. Instead she comes to view her
condition as natural.and spacious, however austere. Even from her childhood,
she slowly admits, her true self has been that of the desert, and she learns to
account for her failures in love entirely on that basis. To love her is indeed "to
love a desert mountain,/ a killer, rocky, water hard to find, no trees anywhere''
<p. 15). As she wanders through life, she cannot find love, for the men she meets
all "live without knowledge of the desert" (p. 44), the knowledge necessary for
an adequate relationship with her. And by combining the images of the moon
and the desert, she elevates the desert to beauty, though also suggesting a more
cosmic and tragic condition, for the moon, alone in the sky, is doomed to perpetual lifelessness and isolation.
Even here Wakoski turns to analogies to strengthen the congruent
associations among her key images, a poetic strategy characterizing the entire
collection. "The night is deep water," she comments (p. 41), firmly
establishing the relationship between the swimming fish and the movement of
the moon, between the water and the night sky. •
Wakoski uses the lifeless character of the moon, furthermore, as a base from
which to explore even deeper layers of the self as well as her emotional
relationship to the world outside the self. Deprived of a vigorous life force of her
own (or oppressed with a bitter suspicion of that deprivation, as the images of
the desert and the earlier ones of exhaustion show), she needs external sources
of life which might permit her to enjoy full vitality. Accepting the possibility
that she is not self-suffficient, and rejecting, therefore, male poses that
glamorize a selfish capacity for independence, she arrives at a painful selfrevelation: she can complete herself only through a man's love. The constricted
range of her search for external sources of vitality embodied in this revelation,
in fact, is one of the striking spiritual features of The Motorcycle Betrayal
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Poems. Despite endless betrayals by men, the speaker does not deemphasize
male relationships, much less reject them. Her marital failure stimulates her
to arrive at a forthright acceptance of herself and then leads out to a quest for
the ideal partner. It does not, strangely, force her to seek alternative ways to
vitalize herself. Conspicuously absent, for example, is any serious consideration of the possibilities that friendships (or liaisons) with her own sex
might hold. The main kinship she recognizes with other women arises from her
own history of betrayal and is closely linked to her romantic search for true
love. Because she has been hurt, she refuses to become the instrument for
hurting others, refuses, therefore, to involve herself sexually with married
men: "I am enough of a woman to know/ I would not be happy/ with another
woman's husband/ even for a night" (p. 114). This quest for the ideal man,
whose traits are catalogued in "What I Want in a Husband Besides a
Mustache,'' is articulated throughout the collection in terms of images of light.
Reminding us that the moon possesses no light of its own (and thus reaffirming her sense of insufficiency), Wakoski establishes an intimate connection
between light and the collection's central symbol while simultaneously evoking
the connotations of other key images. Although she can exhort others "to burn/
like the sun" (p. 63), she finds herself incapable of radiating such light:
"Remember how the moon/ that dead crust/ lives/ in reflected light" (p. 55).
Just as she must have a man's love to complete herself, the moon, her symbolic
equivalent, realizes its potential for vitality only through reflected light. Addressing a man she loves, Wakoski asserts, "the night you come home to me/
the moon will be full" (p. 57).
In this use of light imagery we come to the second major dimension of her
self-imagery-the evaluation of men from an external feminine perspective.
Wakoski judges the worth of all the men whom she encounters primarily in
terms of the quality of the light which they radiate, light which she, in turn, can
reflect. "You see what a Platonist I am," she contends in one of her poems
(p. 129), and the remark leads us to perceive the intellectual basis for this
strain of her imagery. Wakoski arranges the men she meets in loosely Platonic
hierarchies of light, distinguished by the kind, intensity, and duration of light
they emit. Like a Platonist, too, she classifies them in orders ranging from
heaven to earth: as gods, heroes, kings, and men. The gods, the highest and
most spiritual givers of light, are Washington and Beethoven. These two
"deified cronies" are apotheosized for the timeless inspiration they provide.
For Wakoski as a truthseeker, Washington and his legendary honesty become
the eternal embodiment of an ethical ideal, and she castigates most of the men
she meets for their failure to live at his level: "You chopped down my trees-/
they were my legs," she cries out in anger, "and unlike George Washington you
did tell/ many lies./ You are my betrayer" (p. 144). Her strenuous efforts at
total honesty thus figure as reflections of this great god. Beethoven, that "deaf
tortured man," teaches for all time that "beauty ... can come/ from even an
ugly/ past" (p. 35) and serves as "a reminder of how crazy,! self-destructive,
and how beautiful/ we all are" (p. 123). He therefore provides the highest
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spiritual example for all whose struggles involve ugliness and beauty, particularly her own. Her struggle with self-definition, especially her attempts to
conjoin beauty and barren landscapes, ultimately figured in the moon, all
"reflect" the struggle ultimately won humanly by Beethoven and eternally
symbolized by the moon.
Slightly below the two mythic gods in the collection are Wakoski's heroes and
kings. Rough definitions for these categories appear in one of the poems in
"Ten, the Number of My Fingers": "I realize, now, the differences between a
man, a king, and one of those/ half-immortal heroes. I love the man;/ I worship
the king; and in the presence of the hero/ I am improved, freed, lifted above my
self in a kind of rational/ oblivion to simple hurts" (p. 123). These demi-gods
combine the spiritual and the physical. The kings are sun-gods, and their
sunlight is valued for its powerful physical contribution to her life: "I ache
when I have to sleep alone at night/ as I often do,/ when my sun god, my King of
Spain is not with me" (p. 114). The heroes, in contrast, are not direct sources of
light but are continuously bathed in its radiance. They help her to transcend
suffering, to live with the rock-like spirit she has formed as the result of
betrayals.
The traits of these heroes of light, embodied explicitly in David Garrison and
implicity in the Hell's Angel whom she meets on a beach, include a sense of
adventure, the desire to take risks, and physical activity leading to pain which
is then stiffly endured. Most important to Wakoski's orientation, however, are
the forms of anger, "anger at people who wouldn't fight, who had no pride"
(p. 30). Anger and pride make up the heroic stance that she adopts for herself in
the collection. Motorcycle Betrayal Poems opens, in fact, on that very note. In
the poem "I Have Had to Learn to Live with My Face," she openly confesses
her pride, the fact "that reality is/ learning to live with what you're born with,/
noble to have been anything but defeated,/ that pride and anger and silence will
hold us above beauty'' (p. 13). And she confesses there that she has fought to
restore her face "imbued with arrogance, pride, anger and scorn" (p. 15). This
attitude is a "reflection" of the heroic ethos she finds in the lives of a few rare
men.
But very few of the men she knows or meets are capable of burning with the
splendor of the sun or even of reflecting its rays (pp. 75, 91). More often they are
still further down the Platonic hierarchy and emit only flashes of short
duration. Yet even these brief contacts with light fill her with gratitude. Ray
Mantela, though presented as dangerous for her, becomes celebrated for his
charm and vitality which are like "a shooting star,/ fire that stiffens out alone
in a dark night" (p. 90). This last phrase, in fact, clarifies the meaning of all the
light patterns. Without light, as the moon, Wakoski would be condemned to orbit
eternally in blackened space. "Let me tell you," she explains in "Glass,"
"when the sun dies, everything dies" (p. 152). This imagery explains as well the
special intensity of such poems as "My Hell's Angel," where by chance,
symbolically "in the last strong rays of sunlight," she meets a stranger who
"talks like an angel" and shares his life spirit with her
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Though men in the higher levels provide life forces, it is men in the lower
orders of Wakoski's Platonic hierarchy, the earthly betrayers, that we see most
often. They provide a i-ich ironic undercurrent to the higher levels while introducing further themes. Wakoski is conscious of the gap between imaginative
possibility and satisfying reality: "Imagination/ only goes/ so far./ Then fuel/
is required./ How long/ can a man talk to himself,/ being both the questioner/
and answerer,/ without/ finally realizing/ he is/ hopelessly/ talking/ to himself?" <pp. 135-36). Despite the mythic roles she creates for her solar males,
they are still mortal men with the capacity <virtually an innate need) to betray.
"Do you see how easily ... a man with the sun burning in his hair/ draws me/
into his life?" she asks, describing what could be one of her demi-gods. But
experience forces her to add, "Do you see ... how I run away from his/
betrayals?" (p. 153). More often, however, betrayal is associated with the
lowest echelons of her hierarchy, where she ironically finds those who most
attract her love, men figured as motorcyclists or mechanics. The cyclist's
treachery is made explicit a number of times, as in "Bloodroot" and "The Pink
Dress.'' The mechanic, too, though frequently identified as the primary object
of Wakoski's quest-"without that one man I need,/ the mechanic,/ I will
always be alone" Cpp. 127-28)-is linked to betrayal, may, in fact, be
synonymous with that mysterious husband whose loss apparently precipitates
her attempts to redefine herself. The symbolic ramifications of both figures,
however, extend beyond Wakoski's relationships with men. When she applies
these images to herself, they come to express self-betrayal as well, as we have
already seen with the cyclists. Less directly she sounds the same theme through
the image of the mechanic. In the opening poem, for example, she concedes that
her own face "that my friends tell me is so full of character" is "the great
betrayer," and this face is likened to "the garage mechanic who promises to fix
[her] car/ and never does" <pp. 11, 15>.
Her strong attraction to both types of men, however, may be rooted in other
kinships with herself that she discovers in them. At the lowest level of the
hierarchy, the men (like Wakoski as the moon) emit no light, and are defined
principally in terms of the darkness that surrounds them. The motorcyclist,
garbed in the traditional leather jacket, is figured as the "black man" (p. 22).
The mechanic, covered with the grease of his beloved engines, is described as
"the dirty mechanic/ who cannot even walk, with pleasure, on a beach/
because he is afraid to compete with the sun" (p. 121). But their kinship does
not end here. In stark contrast to her dark environment, Wakoski herself is
white, an association conspicuously developed in ''The Ten-Dollar Cab Ride,"
which opens with an extended catalogue illustrating her assertion, "I am
white" (p. 99). Among these similes she presents one which establishes a major
correspondence between herself and the men on the lower levels of her
hierarchy: "I am white/ like ... the contrast of a mechanic's white back/ with
his grease-soaked arms." In this correspondence, however, there is a subtle
element of contrast that may explain why Wakoski accuses herself of bad
astronomy, of losing sight of the true object of her quest: "1,/ the avid
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astronomer ,I allow myself to be confused/ and look out of the wrong end of the
telescope" <p. 64). While the persona frequently presents her white face to us,
the mechanic and the motorcyclist display whiteness, their closest approximation to light, only when their backs are turned away from her. They
resemble, therefore, those men whom Wakoski represents as the earth, those
giving the illusion (from the lunar perspective) of being a light source but, in
fact, having the power to eclipse the moon, to cut her off from the true source of
light and vitality: ''The moon is murdered byI the movement/ of the earth on its
axis" (p. 53). At best they offer nothing more than a kind of indifferent
toleration. "You sleep," she complains to one such lover, "allowing my
presence/ but not wanting to touch,/ allowing my presence/ in the wayI the
earth/ tolerates the moon,/ allowing its restless pull" (p. 62).
The final quotation illustrates Wakoski's craving for touch, a desire which
rivals light for primacy in the second half of the collection. "The word/ can
only/ give life/ if it acknowledges/ the lips/ the mouth that made it," she
contends; "The touch/ comes first" <pp. 109-10). It is his skillfull touching, in
fact, that distinguishes the mechanic from the other men Wakoski encounters,
answers the question which she herself raises: "How can I know/ all his
limitations, and still love him?" (p. 120, and justifies his position as "that one
man" she needs to complete herself. Because "most men," she asserts in "The
Mechanic," "use/ their eyes/ like metronomes" <p. 111), they will never fully
understand the inner nature of a woman. In contrast the mechanics, those
"whose fingers and ears/ are so close to the motors," are those "who can tell/
what the secret bleeding of a woman/ is all about.''
Wakoski cannot resolve the tension created in her new selfhood between her
desire for touch and her quest for light, at least within The Motorcycle Betrayal
Poems. At their extremes, the two desires are mutually exclusive and contradictory-touch, purely physical; light, purely spiritual. Even in their
median ranges, where both become vehicles for physical and spiritual understanding of her being and both serve as external sources of vitality, each
desire emanates from an opposing attractive force. There is no single male in
the collection who is simultaneously Washington and mechanic, Beethoven and
cyclist, sun and earth.
The tension between light and touch, and other similar tensions become
comprehensible, however, when they are perceived as metaphorical expressions of a central paradox that Wakoski sees as inherent in heterosexual
love: "What love is,/ for all its trouble,/ all its pain,/ all its difficulty, it is a
man/ and a woman/ who are opposites but cannot exist/ without/ each other"
(p. 129). This love paradox in turn accounts for the preponderance of polar
tensions that inform the collection: roots vs. rootlessness, water vs. desert, heat
vs. cold, oppositions that are accommodated within the larger sun, moon, and
earth symbols that explain them. Analogous paradoxes abound in this tripartite
relationship, including the yearnings for touch and for light. The sun and the
earth, though powerful forces, cannot absorb the moon, despite its lesser
gravitational field. Even while it is attracted to both, figuratively desiring to
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touch and be touched, the moon retains a separate and distinct identity.
Ultimately all of Wakoski's correspondences, subsumed under her
metaphorical solar system, become themselves a system of paradoxes,
recapitulations of her conviction that love and living involve opposites that
cannot exist without each other: "how our lives are filled with paradox" (p. 56).
It is with a sense of metaphysical paradox, with an awareness of a sensibility
acutely diagnosing tragically divided experience that we leave The Motorcycle
Betrayal Poems. And Wakoski underscores the imaginative irresolutions, the
ultimate failure to recover total self-integration by several major structural
maneuvers. She closes the collection, for one thing, by pointedly abandoning in
the final poem one of the great images which had sustained her spiritual
rebellion-that of the motorcyclist. Just as importantly, she closes the
collection with a poem which recapitulates her major form of failure, the very
one noted in the opening poem-her face. And once more she is reduced to an
abject state: "I am perhaps, at best, the pink dress." This final note of failure in
the collection is heightened, in addition, by a seasonal organization of the
poems, for she roughly arranges the poems in the collection to move from
spring to winter. As the collection moves to a close, in fact, she calls increasing
attention to the winter and her "cold/ winter/ body" (p. 158); "I am snow/ I am
a mountain tree/ I am the mountain/ A frozen ocean/ behind my eyes" (p. 138).
Yet, though she has not been able to recover (or find) a fully creative state of
being, to achieve a true marriage between light, which cannot be possessed
(p. 92), and touch, she makes great strides in self-understanding and hence
towards living with fuller integration. If we accept, furthermore, the intuition of
one recent critic, that the great modern experience is "of the soul without clear
belief, losing its way," the collection gains increasing value.' Motorcycle
Betrayal Poems embodies this experience. It reveals a woman, wholly
dislocated initially, struggling with great moral energy to find new sources of
belief. As she mentions early in the collection, "Learning to live with what
you're born with/ is the process,/ the involvement,/ the making of a life"
(p. 12), and the self-manipulations in the collection permit her to achieve a
richer comprehension of her being, and hence to discover securer sources for
creative statement. To discover her true self she finds it necessary to explore a
number of radically different mythologies, perhaps the most important poetic
contribution of the collection, particularly in its manipulation of symbols
radiating from her unique femininity and corresponding more fully to her total
sensibility. But the ultimate contribution of the collection exceeds this more
limited poetic gain. To the degree that her struggle to celebrate the emergence
of beauty from ugliness, to discover self-value in a "loveless world," to
preserve her will to live honestly, to find imaginative coordinates which can
release the spirit from pain and hence provide a source of creative action,
becomes a source of spiritual illumination, the collection makes a significant
contribution to our collective moral life, particularly in an age of souls without
clear belief, losing their way.
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Notes
1
The Motorcycle Betrayal Poems <New York: Touchstone Book, 1971), p. 119.
All quotations are from this edition.
2
The collection's persona consistently refers to herself as a "poet," and the
"he" used here may be more than simply a generic reference. Her poetic
creativity is one of the elements that places the persona "on a slippery footing
with adventurous men" <p. 96); therefore, it is one of the male elements which
must be accommodated into her self-images.
3
Wakoski conveys the inadequate conventionality of many of her earlier
attitudes in a variety of contexts throughout the collection. Her cry, "My heart/
was caught/ in a trap/ 15 years ago" <p. 79) and her reference to "this face that
believed in you," for example, project simultaneously her former innocent
acceptance of romantic love as a reliable truth and her current more experienced understanding of human relationships. She comments elsewhere on
the betrayal women experience when they believe in words, instead of the
fundamental gestures. So in "Love Song to Julian Harmony," she is nearly
hypnotized by the stories Julian throws over her "like fish nets filled with
stars" (p. 65), but is saved by her newly acquired knowledge that "the word/
can only/ give life/ if it acknowledges/ the lips/ the mouth that made it," for
"the touch/ comes first/ remains/ is the last thing you/ remember/ after you/
turn/ out/ the light/ at night" <pp. 109-10). Ironically, despite her changed
attitudes, Wakoski cannot divest herself of one of her most traditional
associations, that of women with clothing (an association attacked vehemently
by feminists). At times she apparently treats it lightly as in "I am a skirt"
(p. 26), but she returns to it, uses it to define her identity in the closing poem of
the collection: "I am perhaps,/ at best,/ the pink dress" (p. 160), an image of
supreme irony since the dress is a gift from an unfaithful lover, who, like her
husband, abandoned her because she was not beautiful.
•"One is not born, but rather becomes, a woman." The Second Sex, trans. and
ed. H. M. Parshley (New York: Vintage Books, 1974), p. 301.
5For the lady bank dick, see pp. 93-97; for the motorcyclist see especially pp.
23, 159-60; for the tiger, see pp. 47, 58, 76, 87, 139.
•wakoski applies the word "soft" to herself and other women thirteen times
in the collection, often with a sense of great vulnerability, as when she complains of being a "spiny starfish/ softer inside than evolution should allow"
(p. 23).
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7
The theme of melting is often conjoined to that of softness; see, for example,
pp. 66,68.
•A similar conjunction of image streams occurs in "The Mechanic," in which
Wakoski talks of "the jar of the sky/ being filled with the Milky Way" <p. 111),
an image which in its union of beauty and entrapment elevates to the
astronomical plane the same themes she probed in such earlier images as those
of "one butterfly/ in a jar" (p. 47) and of a "spiny starfish" imprisoned in tide
pools <p. 23).
'This phrase crystallizes much of the provocative argument developed by
D.G. James for a discussion of Hamlet in The Dream of Learning (Oxford,

1951).
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The Generic Food
Products:
A Case Study of a

''Battle of Brands~'
WilliamS. Penn, Jr.

T

HE recent <1977-78) introduction of the so-called generics, no-brands,
or plain-wrap grocery store products in the western U.S. markets
provides an excellent set of data to study. When brands of
merchandise of the same class battle one another for market share in the same
or similar outlets, the result is known as a "battle of brands." Because the
grocery stores in the western area have commonly carried their own store or
private brands of goods in direct competition with the nationally advertised
products <the "national brands"), the complexity of the introduction of a new
set competitive brands was heightened. Each of the stores which has taken on
the generics had its own private labeled goods with which it competed against
the national brands. Their acceptance of another brand to compete with the
national as well as with the store or private brands was somewhat astonishing.
This paper shall examine and comment on the actions taken by three chains
which adopted the generics <Albertsons, Ralphs, and Frys) in contrast with the
others which did not, as well as the "end-run" tactic or strategy adopted by
Safeway Stores in introducing a new, consolidating brand for its private
branded goods. For convenience, the study shall focus on canned vegetables,
specifically whole kernel corn, as the indicator of the price/value relationships
which are involved.
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The generics, so called because they were labeled with only the contents by
type and the net content in the appropriate measure, used the austere label in
each case to emphasize the fact that these products were "plain janes." For
example, Albertsons used a label which had black block letters on a plain white
background; Frys used black letters on a white label; and Ralphs used blue
letters on a white label with a small blue band around the middle of the can.
Additional information usually found on canned goods includes nutritional
information, sometimes instructions for preparation and serving, and, through
the use of pictorial labeling, some indications as to the appearance of the
contents. The generics had only the naming of the contents and information on
the nutrition factors. On one of the three generics studied, nutrition data were
not given.
The principal justification for offering the generics was that they would be
sold at retail prices ranging from "at least 28 percent below national brands
and 14 percent below private label."• Some of the handout materials given
customers by the stores carefully avoided calling attention to the fact that the
generics were actually of lower quality, sometimes significantly lower, than the
national or store-branded products with which they were to compete. Some of
these customer handout materials used the term "nutritionally equivalent" and
obliquely referred to the possibility that the quality of the canned products sold
as generics might be slightly different from that of national or store-branded
products.
Frys gave its employees a fairly detailed comparison of the generics with the
existing branded goods it would offer, saying in part:
The key point in regard to saving is, the Generic Labeled Product is
usually one or two grades lower in quality as compared with better
national brands and first label private brand Springfield products. 2
Further on the same Bulletin stated:
For example, generic label vegetables may be less uniform in color and
size and may have more broken pieces. Generic label fruits may have
similar quality characteristics as the vegetables, but may also be packed
in a light syrup. National Brand Fruits are usually packed in heavy syrup.

Albertsons was somewhat less frank on the comparisons. Its Employees
Bulletin stated:

Although the generic brand products will not always have the high-grade
appearance of fancy cut or extra fancy products, the nutritional value of
the generic brand food products is the same as that of nationally advertised
brands. Because of the no-frills packaging plus the absence of a nationally
known brand name, the savings come directly to you.'
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Ralphs told its employees:
There will be some differences in sizing (not always uniform), color,
texture, and composition between Plain Wrap and private label brands and
national brands. 4
Justification for the lower price levels cited such things as no-frills
packaging, plain simple containers, no expensive advertising after initial introduction, and no fancy caps or labels. But industry sources have publicized
the fact that the packaging and labeling factors as cost reducers are ineffective.
The lessening of costs to the retailer and the resultant lowering of his costs were
pointedly noted as "inconsequential" by the trade press. 5 This fact was stressed
in an industry newsletter for grocery marketing executives:
Some of the claims made for generics must leave most jaded marketing
executives with mouth agape. To wit: Packaging and labeling savings
through eliminating colors, less plastic in bottles, cheaper caps, and no
spouts. But the most astounding of all-lower advertising costs. Those who
understand packaging and printing costs know that you can't make
savings anything like the percentages claimed below private labels and
brands.'
It appears that the savings claimed in packaging and labeling are untrue. The
essential thing permitting the lower costs to the consumers is lower quality.

The battle of the brands has several dimensions. One of these is the direct
competition between the national and store brands and the generics. Another is
the competition among the several stores for a share of the market for their
generic brands against the sales of private and national brands of the competitors who elected not to adopt the generics. Last, there is the battle of the
generics against the refurbished, heavily promoted private brand of Safeway
Stores, the "Scotch Buy" labeled line.
Among the larger chains that did not adopt the generics are Alpha Beta and
Lucky Stores. Their reasoning has been to let the normal attrition of time
eliminate the generics, something expected by many in the trade. The
November 1978 issue of Sales and Marketing Management put it this way:
The growing popularity of plain-wrap grocery products ... may bring
about their demise. The so-called generics . . . are mainly lower-grade
products, and supplies of this kind of product are limited. As more stores
get into the act, there won't be enough to go around. Result: prices will
rise, making generics less of a bargain than private labels and even
national brands. 7
Safeway Stores happened to be in the long-run process of consolidating and
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modernizing its private brands of merchandise when the generics appeared.
The happenstance enabled Safeway to make what is called here an "end-run"
rather than adopting the generics as did Frys, Ralphs, and Albertsons, or
ignoring them as did Lucky Stores and Alpha Beta. Safeway had, over the years
of private branding in its stores, developed a long and largely unrelated set of
names for its various products. It is said to have had about twenty-four different
brands of products when it began the program of revamping and consolidating
its labels.
Safeway explained its consolidation program in these words:
Then along came 'generics.' An adaptation of an idea that originated in a
French supermarket, 'generics' surfaced in the United States early this
year. Because they were austerely packaged and low-priced, these unbranded goods were expected to appeal to inflation-weary, budgetconscious shoppers. And they did, at least at first. It didn't take long for the
decision-makers at Safeway to shun 'generics' and opt instead for what has
come to be known as Scotch Buy. It's an evolutionary project made
revolutionary to help customers more easily recognize Safeway's secondary lines, and at the same time, to let them know they don't have to
sacrifice quality to economize. •
The key words are those that equate the lower prices of the generics with lower
or "sacrificed" quality.
The claim of lower prices in comparison with national brands or private-label
goods is the major one offered as a reason for buying the generics. Safeway
chose to nullify the effectiveness of the generics' lower-price claims by introducing its Scotch Buy products at prices equal to or below the prices charged
on the average for the corresponding generics. Therein lies the essence of a
strategic countermove on Safeway's part.
In marketing, four basic elements are recognized in the marketing mix, the
combination of factors that a marketer may use in moving products. They are
product, price, physical distribution, and promotion. A fifth element sometimes
included is the target market. Strategies are deemed to be better as they incorporate more of the four or five elements. Thus, while the generics limited
themselves to the basic one of price and aimed at the budget-conscious buyer
with price as the only element of the marketing mix to be exploited, Safeway's
end-run permitted the employment of both product and price along with
promotion. Safeway's strategy incorporated the use of colorful labeling,
descriptive preparing and serving information, and strong identification with
the chain that was the only source for Scotch Buy. Contrary to this, the
generics, largely undifferentiated by labeling or source, held little appeal to
shoppers as reasons for choosing one store over another.
The strong identification with Safeway, supported by an estimated $10 million
TV, in-store, and print advertising campaign, reinforces the shoppers' per102

ception of a higher-grade product available only at Safeway, as compared with
the generics that are basically unattractively labeled and do not hold a strong
source identification. Distinction among the generic offerings by the competing
stores is blurred at best. They give the buyers or shoppers the feeling of being
all the same, undifferentiated products that convey no reason for going to one
store rather than another.
So far as the product element is concerned, Scotch Buy corn is openly labeled
as "Safeway Good Quality." Not only does Scotch Buy consolidate the
proliferation of private brands carried by Safeway, but it is tied tightly to "good
quality" and to Safeway as its source. Comparison of the appearance of the
Scotch Buy whole kernel corn cans with the three generics makes the Scotch
Buy product by far the most attractive. A limited survey of consumers' perceptions of the differences between Scotch Buy canned whole kernel corn and
the competing generics easily showed Scotch Buy to be the winner. • The survey
was quite simple. Consumers, primarily women, leaving or entering one of the
outlets named, were shown the three generics and the Scotch Buy canned corn
and were asked about the relative quality of the contents. Without exception,
Scotch Buy was selected as probably the best product.
As an informal validation of these findings, two upper-division marketing
classes at San Jose State University were subjected to the same test-with the
same results. But in one class one additional step was taken. The cans of corn
were opened for inspection and tasting, and two cans of national brand corn
were included. Admittedly, the inclusion of the national brand corn tended to
confuse the judgments, but it was nonetheless interesting that the Scotch Buy
held second place to the national brand product, with the generics remaining
last. Among the generics there were different rankings, but since this was not
the factor the test analyzed, the rankings were not tabulated. Occasionally,
Scotch Buy ranked above the national brand products.
With respect to the factor of promotion, Safeway's budget for introduction of
the Scotch Buy label was considerable, as has been mentioned before. What is
important, however, is not the size of the introductory budget, but the fact that
Safeway has not limited itself for future advertising expenditures for Scotch
Buy. The generics, on the other hand, have committed themselves to "no advertising.'' To call this short-sighted is to understate the case.
On the factor of price differences which are the major claim for patronage
made by the generics, Safeway's strategy of meeting or beating the generics'
prices effectively nullified the claim. To make a fair comparison of prices, a
random selection of competing Safeway, Ralphs, Frys, and Albertsons markets
was made and prices collected during early October 1978. For uniformity and
for ease of comparison, all variances (which were small) were averaged into
the prices recorded below, shown as cents per ounce of contents:
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Whole Kernel Corn
Price Per Ounce of Net Content
<Cents>
Brand
Scotch Buy ..................................................... 1.85
Plain Wrap (Ralphs) ............................................ 2.19
Generics
Frys ....................................................... 2.12
Albertsons .................................................. 1.82
National Brands
Libbys ..................................................... 2.06
Del Monte .................................................. 1.96
As can be seen from these figures, Scotch Buy was priced below two of the three
generics and was virtually at the same price as the third. Further, Ralphs'
widely heralded Plain Wrap generic was the highest priced of all, even above
the national brands.
Between the highest priced and lowest priced product, the difference was
slightly more than 20 percent, but only 0.37 cents per ounce, even so. These
results make clear the folly of trying to use only one element of the marketing
mix. When price is that one chosen the folly is compounded, for it is of all the
elements the one most easily neutralized by competition, just as Safeway (and
possibly the national brands) neutralized the claim here.
In terms of a marketing strategy, the ideal is approached as one employs
properly as many of the elements of the marketing mix as possible. There is no
known mathematical relationship among the strategies to reflect their use of
one, two, three, or all four elements. But it seems reasonable to assume that the
power of a given strategy rises in something close to an exponential fashion as
the number of elements used increases. If it were exponential, then, for a base
of 2, four elements would be rated a 16 (2 4 ), while using only one would be only
two (2 1 ). If the relationship is arithmetical, the use of four would be four times
as powerful as the use of a single element. In either case, the end-run used by
Safeway had every opportunity to be a far more effective strategy than that
tried by the marketers of the generics.
In retail marketing of food products, many studies have been made of the
consumers' knowledge of food prices as an indicator of shopping effectiveness.
If we are properly to assess the use of price as the major strategic element, it
should be required that it be tested in terms of consumer perceptions. In brief,
the consumers' knowledge of prices is rather low. In one test, 65 percent of over
400 respondents did not know the correct prices of grocery products. 10
Progressive Grocer did a study that showed that fewer than 50 percent of
consumers were able to give the correct price of 57 out of 59 items studied. 11 It
may be inferred that if consumers' knowledge of grocery item prices is low,
then the power of that factor <price) is lessened as a persuading element af104

fecting choices to be made among vendors' outlets by the consumer. Further,
the effectiveness of an incorrectly known factor may be questioned.
The generics originated in France with the Carrefours organization in 1977.
Carrefours justified the lower price levels on the grounds of savings in labeling
and the absence of promotional expenditures. In 1978, about a year after the
introduction of the generics in France, it was estimated that generics sales
accounted for about 45 percent of the respective products and about 3.5 percent
of the national market volume. 12 These figures indicate that the generics in
France may be classified as successes. But the cultural and behavioral differences of American consumers have yet to make their impact on the generics
in this country. Whether lower price at a lesser quality can be effective as a
marketing strategy remains to be seen. It is, however, questionable. The endrun tactic used by Safeway Stores shows much more promise.
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Notes on Contributors
Alfred Cismaru, Professor of Romance Languages at Texas Tech University
since 1970, has taught at Saint Michael's College and Brooklyn College. An
active member of several modem language associations, he has presented
numerous papers and is the author of three books and over seventy articles in
scholarly journals. He has served as associate editor of Phi Kappa Phi Journal
and Helios and has been president of the Paul Claudel Society.
David Citino, Assistant Professor of English at the Marion Campus of the Ohio
State University, has published in approximately one· hundred literary
magazines, journals, "little" magazines, and anthologies, including the
Discover America: Poems 1976 special issue of San Jose Studies and Best
Poems of 1976: Borestone Mountain Poetry Awards. He is currently editing, for
the Ohio Arts Council, an anthology of 73 Ohio Poets.
Catherine Gannon, Associate Professor of English and Associate Dean of
Academic Planning at California State College, San Bernardino, has previously
published in English Literary Renaissance and the International Encyclopedia
of Higher Education. At San Bernardino she is co-director of a Writing Reinforcement Program, sponsored by the National Endowment for the
Humanities, involving faculty from all disciplines in the task of improving
students' writing skills.
Frances Hall, a free-lance writer, has an M.A. from the University of Southern
California and has worked as editor and writer of educational publications for
the Los Angeles County Superintendent of Schools Office. Her prose and poetry
have appeared in a wide range of publications, including Southwest Review,
Christian Science Monitor, and Gourmet.
Clayton Lein, who has been at Purdue University since 1970, is an Associate
Professor of English. Currently at work on a biography of Izaak Walton under a
National Endowment for the Humanities Research Fellowship, he is also
founder and director of the Lafayette Chamber Singers, which is working on a
cycle of Monteverdi madrigals. In time remaining, he is preparing an organ
recital and arranging a set of voyageur songs for the Tippecanoe Historical
Society. Previous articles have appeared in Comparative Literature and
University of Toronto Quarterly.
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Louis Owens, a doctoral candidate in English at the University of California,
Davis, became interested in Steinbeck's works as a result of spending almost
two decades of his life on the eastern slopes of the Santa Lucia Mountains.
Another of his articles on Steinbeck appeared in Steinbeck Quarterly. He has
published scholarly articles in Nathaniel Hawthorne Journal and Bulletin of the
New York Public Library, as well as book reviews and articles on wildernessrelated topics.
William S. Penn, Jr., Assistant Professor of Marketing and Quantitative
Studies at San Jose State University, has had more than thirty years' experience in the marketing field at the middle-management level in large corporations and as an independent consultant. He has edited the Marketing Abstracts section for the Journal of Marketing for over twenty years and has
previously published in Business Economist, Industrial Marketing
Management, and San Jose Studies. Recently he was elected emeritus member
of the Peninsula Marketing Association in recognition of his being its founding
father.
Nils Peterson, Professor of English at San Jose State University for fifteen
years, teaches creative writing and Shakespeare and has been honored as
Professor of the Year on the campus. His poetry and prose have appeared in
such diverse journals as Fantasy & Science Fiction, College English, and San
Jose Studies. He is the author of a volume of poetry, Here Is No Ordinary
Rejoicing, and was one of the editors of Discover A me rica: Poems 1976.
Edward N. Saveth, Distinguished Professor of History at State University
College, Fredonia, New York, has been a member of the Graduate Faculty of
the New School for Social Research and has served as Fulbright Professor at
Kyoto University in Japan. His books include American Historians and
European Immigrants 1875-1925, Understanding the American Past, and
American History and the Social Sciences.

Armand J. Sanchez, Dean of the School of Social Work at San Jose State
University since 1972, lived and grew up in San Jose's ''East Side" and wrote his
doctoral dissertation for the University of California on the barrio as a social
institution. His previous articles on mental health and "Affluence amid
Poverty" have appeared in El Grito.
Frederick J. Down Scott, Professor of Philosophy at San Jose State University,
has published several previous articles on William James. Three of them, on
James's 1898 visit to California and his association with Stanford University
from 1898 to 1906, have appeared in San Jose Studies. He is the author of
numerous articles and books and recently published a study of the
correspondence of Peirce and Schiller.
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Harriet Sirof, a graduate of the New School for Social Research, has taught
from nursery school through adult education. Currently she teaches fiction
writing at the Brooklyn Center of Long Island University. Her story in this issue
was inspired by a visit to a battlefield at Fredericksburg, where on a beautiful
summer day she "suddenly wondered how many of the visitors were giving a
thought to the young men who had fought and died on that land on a cold winter
day." She has published two novels for young adults as well as adult stories in
several literary reviews and the anthology Voices of Brooklyn.
Roland M. Wagner received a Ph.D. in cultural anthropology from the
University of Oregon in 1974 and joined the faculty of the School of Social Work,
San Jose State University, the following year. The focus of his interest is on
medical anthropology and community social organization studies, particularly
the ethnography of the Mexican-American. He is the author of a variety of
articles on medical anthropology, including "Peyotism, Traditional Religion,
and Modern Medicine,'' forthcoming. in the Publications of the Pan-American
Health Organization.
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Announcements
SPECIAL ROBERTA HOLLOWAY ISSUE
Dr. Roberta Holloway, a member of the San Jose State University English
Department faculty who received an Outstanding Professor Award before her
retirement several years ago, left when she died last year a distinguished body
of poetry. A special issue of San Jose Studies containing a selection of Dr.
Holloway's poems is tentatively scheduled for December 1, 1979. Each subscriber to San Jose Studies will receive one copy, with other copies available for
purchase. Editors for this special issue will be Josephine Miles, noted poet and
critic and Emeritus Professor of English, University of California; Ariel
Slothower, to whom Dr. Holloway left her manuscripts; and Naomi Clark,
Lecturer in English at San Jose State University.
For further information, write:
Ariel Slothower
c/o English Department
San Jose State University
San Jose, California 95192

Articles appearing in San Jose Studies are indexed and/or abstracted in the
following publications:
Abstracts of Popular Culture
America: History and Life
Biological Abstracts
Historical Abstracts

H. W. Wilson Company Indexes
Language and Language Behavior Abstracts
MLA International Bibliography
Modern Humanities Research Association: Annual Bibliography
National Index of Literary Periodicals
Sociological Abstracts
Women Studies Abstracts
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To Our Readers:

San Jose Studies, a journal sponsored by San Jose State University, is
now in its fifth year of publication. Issues appear three times each year in
February, May, and November, and feature critical, creative, and informative
writing of interest to the general, educated public. Our goals remain unchanged
from the editorial statement appearing in our first issue in February 1975:

We plan to publish articles which originate in the scholarly pursuit of
knowledge but which appeal to every individual who possesses an interest
in intellectual activities and ideas. Our projected audience, therefore, is
the educated, literate reader who enjoys fairly erudite discussions of
topics and ideas in the broad areas of the arts, humanities, sciences, and
social sciences. In that respect, we intend San Jose Studies as a complement to the formal learning that goes on within the university
classroom and as a factor in the "continuing education" of our readers.
Past issues have included articles on topics as diverse as eugenics techniques
and their implications for society, the misuse of intelligence tests to predict
incompetence, Melville's "errors" in Billy Budd, archetypal themes in R.
Crumb's comics, historical disputes about the Battle of Hastings, and the letters of William James <several published for the first time). Special issues have
been devoted to John Steinbeck and to the American Bicentennial. Poetry,
fiction, and photographic essays are also featured in most issues.
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Each February, a $100.00 award from the Bill Casey Memorial Fund is given
to the author of the best essay, story, or poem appearing in the previous volume
of San Jose Studies. In addition, authors of the best article, short story, and
poem in each volume receive a year's complimentary subscription to the
journal.
The recipients of these awards are selected by the Committee of Trustees of
SJS.

Manuscripts are welcome from all writers and should be submited to:
The Editors
San Jose Studies

San Jose State University
San Jose, California 95192
All manuscripts should be limited to 5,000 words and must be typewritten and
double-spaced on standard 8% x 11 white bond. The author's name should appear only on the cover sheet of the original. An identifying word from the title
(rather than the author's name) should appear on succeeding pages of the
manuscript adjacent to the page number in the upper right-hand corner.
Manuscripts are evaluated by a generalist reader, a specialist reader, and
the Editors, a process that normally takes from six to eight weeks. Authors
receive two complimentary copies of the issue in which their contribution appears. Manuscripts not accepted for publication are returned to authors if a
stamped, self-addressed envelope is included with the submission. Previously
published work and multiple submissions are not accepted for publication.
Subscriptions and business communications should be mailed to
John Sullivan, Business Manager
San Jose Studies

San Jose State University
San Jose, CA 95192
Subscription rates are as follows:
Individuals-$8.00 for one year, $14.00 for two years, $19.00 for
three years ( Foreign-$10.00, $18.00, and $25.00).
lnstitutions-$15.00 for one year, $27.00 for two years, $36.00 for
three years.
Pa trons-$50.00 annually.
Benefactors-$100.00 annually.
Single copies are $3.50 and may be purchased from the Business Manager or at
the Spartan Bookstore.
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